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Hawaiian    Persuasion: 


Directly  from  the  islands,  vivid  print  two-piece  cotton   bathing-play-suit 
with  fitted  coat  to  match.   Beguilingly  simple,  in  tropical  colors:  Hula  Red, 
Aloha  Blue,  Plumerea  Red,  Maui  Blue. 
Two-piece  suit  $3.00—  Long  coat  $5.95 

exclusively  with 


MILBURN'S   ON    CHURCH    STREET    IN    EVANSTON 
ALSO  AT  KREMERS,  PALMER  HOUSE,  CHICAGO 


Newest    Version 
of  the  Popular 

SHIRT     TOP 

DRESS 

$5.95 

With  Detachable 
Shirtmaker   Vestee 


Rayon  polka  clot  in  green,  purple,  rose  or 
blue.  Note  how  burdenless  the  price  tag  on 
this  new  and  vitally  important   young  fashion 
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WOMEN'S  SHOP        Sherman  and  Church        EVANSTON 


picture  of  Al  Geiss,  Mar 


To  the  Romantic,  we  offer  Spring  and  Young  Love.    To  the  Cynic. 

we  offer  something  new  in  chiseling.  To  the  practical,  ive  offer  a 
Lou  Cooper.  The  Rock,  and  some  tools 
kindly  loaned  by  the  geology 
department.  The  background 
is  mostly  the  PARROT 
STAFF  and  friends.  The 
photo  is  b\  Ammann. 
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CARSON  PIRIE  SCOTT  c3  CO. 

College  Shop,  Fourth  Floor 
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warm-weaLner 
cumpud 
claSdicd 


The  sun  won't  wear  down  your  neat-as-an-omcer  s  appearance  in  printed  seersucker! 
Refreshing  and  cool  as  a  coke,  what's  more  .  .  .  seersucker  launders  as  simply  as  your 
stockings  take  to  suds.  Therefore,  Carson  s  College  Shop  features  a  wide  selection  of 
seersuckers  for  campus  gadabouting  .  .  .  cut  casually  in  many  variations  of  striped  and 
plaid  patterns.  To  illustrate: 

Betli  Hindley,  Gamma  PTii  Beta,  proves  the  attractiveness  of  striped  seersucker  in  a 
two-piece  jacket  dress  noticeable  for  its  over-size  pearl-effect  buttons.  Sizes  9-15,  5.95. 

Bernice  Hornig^  Al^ha  Xi  Delta,  shows  a  new  version  of  the  campus  shirtwaist  style  .  .  . 
a  plaid  seersucker  with  pleated  fullness  the  circumference  of  the  skirt.  Sizes  9-15,  9.95. 
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AN  HONORARY 
FRATERNITY 

P       L       U       S 


FIVE 
ACTIVE 
CHAPTERS 


This  key,  valuable  not  so  much  in  its 
intrinsic  worth  as  in  the  moral  impli- 
cations implied,  is  the  symbol  of  Beta 
Sigma. 
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FRATRES  IN  TESTIMONIO 


George  Alfred  Heinemann 
Gordon  Ellerby  Langlois 


PRATER  EX  OFFICIO 
Harry  Frederick  Boetcher  II 


FRATRES  IN  F.4CULTATE 


Frederick  Henry  Heidbrink 
Bergen  Baldwin  Evans 


The  Dukes  and  Duchi  were  all  wait- 
ing in  semi-impatient  lines  at  the  office 
of  Merrill  Chase.  To  have  their  pictures 
taken.  It  was  Friday  afternoon  and  feel- 
ing was  beginning  to  run  high  about 
what  was  keeping  the  little  woman  who 
was  in  front  of  the  camera  and  when 
were  they  going  to  get  back  in  time  for 
their  dates  and  how  late?  In  the  mean- 
time the  same  little  woman  who  was 
holding  up  the  whole  show  was  having 
her  troubles  inside.  It  seemed  the  pho- 
tographer kept  trying  to  force  her  into 
glamorous  poses,  the  head  over  shoulder 
eyes  melting  into  middle  distance  type. 
This  was  not  her  idea  of  her  personality 
at  all. 

"Look.  Buddy,"  she  said,  finally, 
"You've  got  the  wrong  angle  completely. 
I'm  not  the  glamorous  type!  I'm  more 
hail-fellow-well-met."  She  slapped  him 
gaily  on  the  arm  to  indicate  what  a  Three 
Comrades  sort  she  was. 

The  photographer  went  back  to  his 
camera  and  puttered  around  for  a  mo- 
ment in  a  confused  fashion.  Finally  he 
looked  up.  "Know  many  people  in  Wil- 
niette?'"  he  asked. 

She  had  her  picture  taken  with  her 
head  over  her  shoulder. 
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We    have    received    those    Where-are- 
\  ou-  why-don't-you-write  letters  before. 
This  one,  we  feel  however,  is  particularly 
jxiinted. 
Dear , 

I  enjoy  reading  your  letters.  They 
take  so  little  time  to  read.  I  can  read 
them  again  and  again  with  little  damage 
to  either  eyesight  or  disposition.  I  find 
that  they  are  most  handy  to  carry 
around.  They  are  not  heavy,  nor  are 
they  bunglesome.  They  may  be  taken 
out  at  any  moment  before  anyone  and 
perused    thoroughly    without    offending. 

Your  letters  are.  in  short,  neither  un- 
pleasant or  pleasant,  discouraging  or  en- 
couraging, intelligent  or  stupid.  I  find 
them  extremely  interesting.  Please  con- 
tinue not  sending  them. 

Sincerely  yours. 


And  then  there  is  the  Scott  Hall 
waiter  who  admitted  that  he  was  not  a 
connoisseur  of  women.  "But  I  guess 
they're    important."    he    added 


he 


liked  off.    And  what's  more  we 


iree. 


A  certain  fraternity  had  a  party  some 
time  ago  at  a  certain  cabin.  Everything 
was  progressing  nicely  when  one  of  the 
boys  entered  with  a  pink  package.  He 
untied  the  string,  carefully  unwrapped 
the  paper,  and  uncovered  a  long  string 
of  shiny  hot  dogs.  Then  sneering  at  the 
brothers  who  were  .  .  .  doing  other 
things,  he  jumped  up  and  down  shout- 
ing: "It  is  too  a  weenie  roast,  it  is  too 
a  weenie  roast,  it  is  too  a  weenie  roast." 
He  convinced  us. 


And  speaking  of  parties,  we  got  the 
high  school  angle  on  what  makes  for  a 
successful  gathering  out  at  one  of  the 
western  night  spots  the  other  night.  One 
sophomoric  young  lad  ambled  over  to 
a  friend  in  what  we  liked  to  think  was 
a  typically  high  schoolish  blase  manner. 
"Boy,  is  this  a  good  party,"  he  squeaked, 
"Everybody's  sick." 


Among  the  younger  Pacifists,  we  rate 
the  little  girl  who  lives  across  Emerson 
street.  Seeing  our  pride  and  joy,  the 
Naval  R.O.T.C.  parading  around  on 
Thursdays,  she  calmly  inquired  of  a  col- 
lege student: 

"When  are  we  going  to  get  rid  of  these 
Rats  on  the  Campus?" 


Speaking  of  the  Navy,  a  group  of  Our 
Boys  from  Abbott  Hall  called  up  the 
Pi  Phi  house  the  other  day. 

"We  have."  they  said,  "some  records. 
May  we  come  up  and  use  your  record 
machine?" 

Both  patriotism  and  hospitality  com- 
manded the  affirmative  answer.  Since 
the  boys  only  wanted  to  use  the  machine, 
however,  the  girls  retired  upstairs  and 
let  them. 


A  group  of  embryonic  Bachelors  of 
Arts  were  listening  to  a  description  of 
the  design  on  a  Greek  vase.  The  pro- 
fessor was  going  into  detail  about  the 
sartorial  appurtenances  ( and  clothes 
too  )  of  the  figures  thereon.  In  describing 
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THERE  IS  NO  PIG  LIKE 


r^uffles 


Bv  MARY  EVELYN  CLEARY 


(9, 


M, 


alone  beside 


'NCE  UPON  A  TIME 
there  was  an  Old.  Old  Man. 
He  had  a  white  beard,  a  tall 
green  hat.  and  he  smoked  a 
long  green  pipe.  Green  was 
his  favorite  color. 

Old  as  he  was  1  which  was 
verv.  very  old  I ,  he  was.  none 
the  less.  spry.  He  lived  all 
forest  which  was  silent  and  secluded.  And 
though  his  daughter,  who  had  children  and  belonged  to  the 
Woman's  Club,  wanted  him  to  live  in  the  village  with  her. 
he  wouldn't.    He  was  happier  by  himself. 

He  had  an  extremely  fine  pig  which  was  good  at  snuffling 
out  truffles.  His  name  was  Ruffles,  for  no  better  reason  than 
that  it  rhymed  with  truffles.  The 
Old  Old  Man  loved  truffles,  and 
lived   on   them   almost   entirely. 

He  and  Ruffles  would  start  out 
early  in  the  morning  for  a  day 
of  truffling.  The  Old  Old  Man  held 
a  rope  tied  to  Ruffle's  right  hind 
leg.  On  his  arm  he  carried  a  large 
truffle  basket  lined  with  a  piece  of 
fresh  green  paper,  so  that  the 
truffles  made  a  pleasant  crackle  as  they  dropped  in. 

Walking  along  from  truffle  bed  to  truffle  bed.  the  Old 
Old  Man  would  sing  a  truffling  song: 

Oh  give  them  lots  oj..  butter 
And  while  they  fry  you  mutter 
As  they  sputter  sputter  sputter — 
There  is  no  pig  like  Ruffles 
When  he  snuffles  out  the  truffles. 
When  he  snuffles,  snuffles,  snuffles. 
As  he  scuffles  through  the  brambles. 
As   he   ambles,   ambles,   ambles. 
Through    the    brambles    to    the    truffles — 
To  my  tender,   tasty  truffles. 
There's  no  pig  like  mv  Ruffles. 

Among  the  villagers  it  was  thoroughly  agreed  that  he 
was  a  CHARACTER.  No  one  doubted  it  for  a  minute.  Yes. 
the  Old  Old  Man  was  a  CHARACTER  or  they'd  eat  their 
hats.  Not  that  they  minded  him — in  his  presence  most 
people  glazed  over  into  a  shellac  of  easy  tolerance.  They 
always  called  him  Grampa. 

"Well.    Grampa,"'    they    would    shout,    "how's    it    going?" 

Then  they  wouldn't  wait  for  him  to  answer,  but  would 
go  on  to  something  else  in  normal  tones  as  if  he  couldn't 
hear.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  Old  Old  Man  could  hear  as 
well  as  they  could. 

He  seldom  saw  them,  though — just  an  hen  he  went  to  town 


for  some  more  tea  and  tobacco.  Then,  with  his  packages 
securely  bundled  in  his  truffle  basket,  the  Old  Old  Man  would 
skuttle  past  these  village  natives  who  made  meals  of  pigs  and 
knew  nothing  of  truffles.  He  would  hurry  by.  pretending  he 
didn't  hear  their  amused  comments. 

"Good  old  Grampa,"  they'd  sav.  "Good  old  Grampa  and 
his  truffles." 

The  Old  Old  Man  would  simply  ignore  them  and  reach  into 
his  truffle  basket  to  feel  the  fat  packets  of  tobacco  and  tea. 
their  firm  bulk  giving  him  a  reassuring  sense  of  the  comfort- 
able solidarity  of  his  every-day  life.  He  would  hurry  back  to 
his  small  house  and  put  the  kettle  on  to  boil. 

As  the  truffles  spluttered  on  the  fire,  the  water  hissed  pleas- 
antly, and  the  pig  snuffled  quietly  around  in  his  pen,  the  Old 
Old  Man  soon  forgot  that  he  was  very,  very  old.  He  forgot 
about  being  a  CHARACTER,  and 
was  happy  just  smoking  his  long 
green  pipe.  He  would  get  up  every 
now  and  then  to  poke  at  the  truffles 
and  add  salt,  and  throw  a  hatful  of 
corn  to  Ruffles,  who  grunted  in  sub- 
dued enthusiasm. 

Times  such  as  these  would  send 
little  tremors  of  content  running 
through  the  Old  Old  Man.  and  he 
Would  often  give  vent  to  his  pent  up  pleasure  bv  softly  singing 
one  of  his  truffling  songs: 

My  plumply  puffing  porker. 

My  truffle-snuffling  corker.' 

I  love  my  little  Ruffles. 

His  nose  is  but  for  truffles — 

For  truffles  fat  and  tender. 

Which  fry  in  juicy  splendor. 

Oh  let  them  slowly  simmer 

.4s  day  grows  dimmer,  dimmer — 

.4nd  watch  each  tiny  bubble 

Burst,  and  bubble  double, 

W^hile  my  pretty  piglet  Ruffles 

Snuffles,    snuffles,    snuffles,    snuffles. 

In  content,  dear  little  Ruffles 

Snuffles,    snuffles,     snuffles,     snuffles. 


One  day  as  he  and  Ruffles 
were  coming  home  after  a  de- 
lightful day  of  truffling.  the  Old 
Old  Man  stopped  with  a  jerk, 
and  dropped  his  basket  of  deli- 
cate truffles.  The  rope  tied  to 
Ruffles"  hind  leg  pulled  taut. 
The  pig  looked  back  question- 
insh    at  the  old   man.  and   fol- 
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PURPLE       PARROT 


.4  senior  in  Liberal  Arts,  Mary  Evelyn  Cleary  is  a  ivhimsical  sorl  of  girl  who 
likes  good  food,  nice  weather,  and  pretty  things.  If  hen  she  is  awake  she  is 
enchanting,  but  usually  she  is  asleep.  She  has  a  locely  Jiew  green  spring  coat 
and  doesn't  know  what  she  is  soins  to   do    next    year. 


lo^^ed  his  gaze  to  the  small  house.  There,  seated  on  the 
rickety  veranda,  was  the  Old  Old  Man's  daughter  with  her 
oldest  son.    She  smiled  a  firm,  bright  smile.    Ruffles  grunted. 

"Well.  Father.  "  she  said,  "we've  come  to  take  you  home. 
You've  been  alone  long  enough,  and  from  now  on  were  going 
to  TAKE  CARE  of  you." 

Of  course  the  Old  Old  Man  who  didn't  really  feel  old  at 
all.  objected — explosively  at  first,  then  firmly,  then  pleadingly, 
but  finally,  beaten  down,  he  had  to  give  in. 

So.  by  the  time  he  usually  had  his  truffles  sputtering  on  the 
fire,  the  Old  Old  Man  was  bundled  in  the  car  between  his 
daughter  and  grandson,  rolling  towards  the  dread  life  of  a 
coddled  grandfather.  They  made  one  stop  at  a  farm  just  out- 
side the  village,  where  they  left  Ruffles.  The  Old  Old  Man 
objected,  but  finally  gave  in  when  he  realized  that  Ruffles 
could  never  be  happy  in  town,  far  from  the  smell  of  truffles. 

The  pig  grunted  piteously  as  they 
pulled  him  out  of  the  back  seat,  and  as 
the  Old  Man  w iped  his  own  eyes,  he  felt 
for  the  first  time  the  full  weight  of  his 


"My     little     Ruffles."     he     mumbled 
brokenly.    "My  little  Ruffles." 

The  car  growled  away  from  the  farm.  ^     i  ' 

The  Old  Old  Man  shivered,  and  his 
shoulders  hunched  together.  He  felt  really  old.  He  felt  so  old. 
he  didn't  object  when  his  daughter  gave  him  the  first  floor 
bedroom  to  save  him  the  stair  climb.  He  didn't  say  anything 
when  they  bundled  him  off  to  bed  at  eight  o'clock.  He  didn't 
mind  when  they  shouted  at  him  as  if  he  were  deaf.  He  endured 
the  little  attentions  they  thrust  on  him  such  as  lap  robes  and 
hot  milk.  He  even  took  to  smoking  a  plain  brow  n  pipe  and 
didn't  wear  his  hat  in  the  house. 

But  there  was  one  thing  he  could  not  conquer:  his  insatiable 
passion  for  truffles.    His  daughter  thought  it  w  as  high  time  he 
got  some  good  solid  food,  and  tried  to  supplant  truffles  in  his 
life  with  roast  beef  and  mashed  potatoes. 
ft  just  didn't  work. 

The  Old  Old  Man  grew  pale  and  gaunt.  His  joints  took  to 
creaking  and  he  had  to  straighten  up  slowly.  His  beard 
thinned,  and  the  brightness  left  his  eyes.  There  was  no  mis- 
taking it — he  was 
going  fast. 

His  daughter,  not- 
ing his  steady  de- 
cline, said  wasn't  it 
lucky  she  got  him 
when  she  did — think 
of  him  like  this  and 
all  alone.  Then  she 
would    give    him    a 


\(<^l    C 


hot  glass  of  milk  and  send  him  to  bed.  And  all  night  the  Old 
Old  Man  would  toss  convulsively,  dreaming  wildly  of  his  lost 
freedom. 

One  morning  in  the  first  stages  of  grey  dawn,  while  the 
whole  household  was  in  deepest  sleep,  the  Old  Old  Man  heard 
a  funny  noise  just  outside  the  house.  He  tottered  over  to  the 
window  and  there,  rubbing  against  the  white  frame,  snuffling 
and  grunting,  was  Ruffles,  w ith  two  truffles  in  his  mouth.  From 
his  hind  leg  he  dragged  the  frayed  remains  of  his  rope. 

The  Old  Old  Man  twitched  all  over  in  an  ecstasy  of  happi- 
ness. He  stood  still — his  head  whirling,  his  mind  soaring. 
Then,  stumbling  desperately  around  the  room,  he  dressed 
clumsily.  He  was  halfway  out  of  the  door  when  he  suddenlv 
turned  around  and  darted  back.  Fumbling  in  the  bottom 
drawer  he  pulled  out  his  green  pipe  and  hat.  All  set.  he  fur- 
tively left  the  house  and  joined  his  joyous  pig. 

As  the  sun  came  up  brighter  and 
brighter,  his  steps  became  lighter  and 
lighter.  As  the  whole  countryside  be- 
came suffused  with  the  ruddy  glo\\-  of 
new  sunbeams,  the  color  came  back  into 
his  cheeks.  They  came  in  sight  of  his 
small  house  and  the  Old  Old  Man's  eves 
sparkled  as  they  never  had  before. 
Patting  his  pig  fondly  on  the  side, 
the  Old  Old  Man  burst  into  a  truffling  song,  and  Ruffles, 
trotting  along  beside  him.  grunted  as  he  had  never  grunted 
before. 

The  mounting  intensity  of  the  Old  Old  Man's  feeling  of 
wild  freedom  was  communicated  to  his  happy  pig.  The  two 
of  them  went  faster  and  faster  until  finally  Ruffles  broke 
away  altogether  and  bounded,  as  only  a  happy  pig  can  bound, 
and  stood  snuffling  at  the  front  door. 

The  Old  Old  Man's  voice,  quavering  at  first,  grew  firmer 
and  more  sure  as  he  neared  his  house. 

As  he  went  up  the  front  steps  the  loud  clear  tone  of  his 
truffling  song  filled  the  air  and  echoed  in  the  forest. 

:1/v  peerless  pig.  my  Ruffles. 

Who  snuffles  out  my  truffles. 

Oh  give  them  lots  of  butter. 

And  uhile  they  fry  you  mutter 

As  they  sputter,  sputter,  sputter — 

There   is   no    pig   like   Ruffles 

When    he   snuffles   out    the   truffles; 

When    he   snuffles,    snuffles,    snuffles 

.4s   h^    scuffles   through    the    brambles — 

As   he  ambles,  ambles,  ambles. 

Through  the  brambles  to  the  truffles. 

To   jny  tender,  tasty  truffles. 

Oh  there-  is  no  pig  like  Ruffles. 


M  A  Y 
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Northwestern 

PLACEMENT 
BUREAU 


and  the  chance 
for   the  future 


^^ 


BY  MARY  ELLEN  SAMS 


"Hello.  Bob?" 

"Yes,  George,  what  can  I  do  for  you?"  A  friendly  sort 
of  voice. 

"I've  got  a  job  here  .  .  .  its  a  good  one.  We  need  a  man 
this  week.""  The  voice  goes  on  to  explain  the  job  and  its 
requirements. 

"I  think  I  know  the  man  for  the  spot.  FlI  check  on  it, 
George,  and  get  in  touch  with  you  immediately."  The  phone 
clicks  and  Robert  E.  Day.  head  of  Northwestern  Placement 
Bureau  goes  into  action.  Bob  contacts,  refers,  checks,  com- 
putes, and  generally  secret  services  until  he  finds  a  past  or 
present  Northwesternite  who  would  look  well  in  the  opening 
his  friend  George  thought  looked  empty. 

A  set  of  files  and  a  staff  to  leaf  through  them  at  the  proper 
moment  forms  a  connecting  link  between  coUege-and-saddle- 
shoes  and  a  career-and-a-clean-white-shirt.  The  Northwestern 
Placement  Bureau  does  not  pretend  to  prestidigitate.  It  does 
not  effect  miracles.  It  makes  no  rash  promises  about  "A  job 
for  every  student."  Jobs  are  obtained  on  ability ;  and  ability 
is  an  individual  concern  that  cannot  be  manufactured  by  any 
number  of  files  or  the  efficiency  of  any  staff  leafing  through 
them. 

The  Bureau  does  claim,  however,  to  be  of  immense  im- 
portance as  a  co-ordinating  factor.  It  acts  as  a  backer  and 
promoter  for  ingenue  individual  ability.  It  provides  lighting, 
and  staging,  and  props  so  that  talent  scouts  from  the  business 
world  can  locate  the  proper  qualities  for  the  character  parts 
they  need  in  the  industrial  drama.  When  U.  S.  Steel  needs  a 
bit  player  with  Chemistry.  Physics,  and  ambition,  they  save 
themselves  the  trouble  of  hit-or-miss  tryouts  by  consulting 
The  Placement  Bureau  .  .  .  when  Carbon  and  Carbide  wants 
something  fresh  and  efficient  with  a  technical  background 
and  a  desire  to  be  an  embryonic  Junior  Executive,  they  would 
find  it  a  trifle  confusing  to  set  spies  at  the  Rock  to  watch  for 
men  with  a  light  brisk  step  and  a  knowledge  of  formulas  and 
long  division  in  their  manner.  Instead  they  drop  in  to  see 
Bob  Day  who  has  the  information  down  on  paper.  With  the 
help  of  his  all-important  files,  he  locates  all  the  ambitious 
long-division  experts  who  are  graduating  and  one  by  one  they 
step  lightly  and  briskly  into  Lunt  Administration  Building, 
where  Carbon  and  Carbide  is  saved  the  trouble  of  weeding  out 
the  speech  and  music  majors. 

Many  large  concerns  have  standing  orders  with  the  Bureau 
for  a  certain  type  of  student.    Others  contact  the  service  when 


they  are  tr\  ing  to  fill  specific  positions.  In  the  basement  of 
Lunt  the  important  job-hunting  precept  "Make  Contacts"' 
comes  to  life  on  a  mass  scale,  and  the  service  is  of  mutual 
benefit  to  prospective  employers  and  employees  alike. 

The  information  files  around  which  the  cogs  of  the  contact 
machines  grind  are  filled  mainly  by  placement  applications 
filled  out  by  members  of  the  Senior  Class  during  their  last 
year.  Each  senior  is  free  to  make  an  appointment  for  an  in- 
terview with  Mr.  Day  to  discuss,  contemplate,  and  write  down 
height,  weight,  grandmother's  maiden  name,  job  desired,  and 
the  rest  of  the  statistics  that  may  be  of  interest  to  V.  S.  Steel. 
Thus  the  student  places  vital  information  in  a  propitious 
position.  "What  He  is  Worth"  in  a  file  in  Bob  Day's  office 
is  much  closer  to  the  eye-peeled  employer  that  this  same  in- 
formation found  anywhere  else  on  campus. 

In  addition  to  acting  as  a  co-ordinating  agent  between  the 
student  and  "life  outside,"  the  Placement  Bureau  compiles 
interesting  and  valuable  statistics  on  the  success  of  said 
students  in  orienting  themselves  after  graduation.  During 
the  graduation  ceremony  last  June,  slips  were  passed  among 
the  students  to  ascertain  how  many  of  these  graduates  already 
were  placed  in  some  sort  of  occupation.  Then  during  the  sum- 
mer and  fall  these  records  were  checked  and  rechecked.  and  at 
the  present  writing,  eighty-eight  percent  of  the  class  of  June. 
1940  are  off  the  employment  market;  that  is,  they  either 
have  jobs  or  in  the  case  of  girls,  are  married,  and  do  not 
desire  them.  The  other  twelve  percent,  are  not.  by  this  analysis, 
definitely  unemployed.  They  are  merely  those  with  \\hom 
the  Bureau  has  been  unable  to  get  in  touch.  They  may  all  be 
presidents  of  concerns  somewhere.  But  eighty-eight  percent 
taken  care  of,  and  twelve  percent  indefinite,  would  seem  to 
be  an  encouraging  report.  At  all  events,  it  is  something  to 
quote  to  those  disagreeable  individuals  who  persist  in  quot- 
ing in  a  sneering  manner  the  number  of  college  graduates 
now  working  for  the  W.P.A. 

Placement  of  graduating  seniors,  however,  is  only  one 
side  of  the  Service  Trefoil.  Another  very  important  division 
of  the  department  is  the  part-time  job  and  summer  employ- 
luent  placement.  The  office  is  at  the  service  of  students  at  all 
times  during  the  school  year,  and  the  students  applying 
register  in  person.  This  enables  the  department  to  place 
the  applicants  in  fields  in  which  they  are  especially  suited. 
One  fourth  of  the  student  body,  thirteen  hundred  students 
are  included  in  the  part-time  occupation  program.  It  includes 
(Continued  on  page  31) 


Page     10 


PURPLE       PARROT 


HOW      TO      GET 


JOB 


Look  at  any  national  magazine.  Go  ahead  look  at  one. 
Now  look  at  the  PURPLE  PARROT.  Which  is  best?  On 
second  thought  we're  sorry  we  brought  the  whole  thing  up. 
and  we'll  start  all  over. 

Look  at  any  national  magazine.  (  Does  this  seem  a  trifle 
repetitious?)  Skipping  all  articles  on  Hitler,  Hints  for 
the  Home,  and  the  oh  so  veddy  veddy  modern  stories 
tided:  "'And  Yet  Tomorrow  Again.  .  .  .,"  you  will  find 
countless  aides  to  the  '"Worried  and  Distressed."  As  a  matter 
of  fact,  anyone,  who  subscribes  to  a  publication  of  any  cir- 
culation at  all  (here  we  subtly  exclude  the  PARROT  and 
get  ourselves  out  of  all  the  trouble  we  were  getting  into  be- 
fore.)  Anyhow,  as  we  said,  anyone  who  subscribes  to  a 
national  publication  (except  the  Rotarian  which  is  onh  for 
Rotarians  and  the  New  Masses  which  doesn't  want  you  to  lie 
a  success  I  and  is  still  a  dolt  working  for  fifteen  dollars  a 
week  and  a  Christmas  bonus,  either  is  unobservant  and  lazy 
or  just  doesn't  care. 

But  for  those  among  you  who  live  a  sheltered  sort  of  life 
among  your  Daily  Northtvestertis  and  your  Alumni  Newses; 
we  of  the  PARROT  wish  to  offer  to  you,  in  summarized 
form,  ^vhat  we  have  gleaned  about  how  to  win  a  job,  a  new 
car,  the  girl  of  your  dreams,  and  a  handy  drop-leap  end  table, 
absolutely  jree. 

BUDGETING  YOUR  TIME 

L  In  the  first  place,  we  are  assuming  that  every  day  has 
twenty-four  hours.  We  feel  fairly  safe  in  asserting  this,  but 
World  Conditions  Being  What  They  Are,  it's  hard  to  tell. 
Hitler  may  have  something  else  in  mind. 

2.  With  our  assumed  twenty-four-hour  day  in  mind,  the 
next  step  is  to  Budget  Your  Time.  Quickly  scanning  the  more 
important  items  in  the  April  issues  we  find  you  must  spend. 

a.  A  half-hour  with  Dr.  Elliot  and  his  Five  Foot  Book 
Shelf  getting  Informed  About  Things. 

b.  Then  minutes  with  a  pamphlet  called  ''Develop  your 
Voice  .  .  .  Dont  Talk  Like  a  Mouse."  (We  personally  think 
this  would  be  rather  fetching.    But  business  is  business.  I 

c.  Two  hours  doing  vocal  exercises  like  '"wa-we-wo-wa" 
and  sentences  containing  eight  gutterals  and  a  soft  "S"' — 
all  fully  explained  in  "Develop  Your  Voice  .  .  .  Don"t  Talk 
Like  a,  etc. 

d.  Twenty  minutes  carrying  a  book  on  your  head,  enter- 
ing, exiting,  and  walking  gracefully  up  and  down  stairs  .  .  . 
this  all  to  lose  the  discouraged,  unemployed  stoop  ( and 
incidentally  tiring  you  out  completely ) .  You  can't  be  a 
success  if  one  shoulder  leans  to  the  left  from  carrying  a 
hod.     I  should  say  not. 

e.  Two  hours  "Developing  Your  Personality."    This  can 


..w«-.v^ 


Jonci 


be  accomplished  by  playing  up 
your  Good  Points,  Having  a  Hob- 
by (more  time  involved  here  while 
you  collect  a  few  stamps  or  do  a 
w  ater  color )  and  keeping  white, 
white  teeth. 

f.  The  rest  of  the  day  is  appor- 
tioned in  ten  minute  periods  for 
brushing. 

L  teeth 

2.  hair 

3.  clothes, 
and  massaging, 

1.  face 

2.  neck 

3.  other  things. 

g.  We  tried  to  work  in  fifteen 
minutes  or  so  for  eating  and  sleep- 
ing, but  it  just  didn't  come  out 
that  way.  Following  this  schedule 
you  have  no  time  for  a  job  any- 
way so  you  can  forget  all  this  and 
go  on  to  our  next  helpful  list  en- 
titled: 

WHAT  YOU  SHOULD  DO 
AT  THE  INTERVIEW 

(This  rhymes  and  we're  think- 
ing of  working  it  into  a  lyric  when 
we  get  time.  Right  now  Ave  have 
to  massage  our  neck. ) 

1 .  The  most  important  factor  in 
a  successful  intervie^v  ( except  for 
remembering  to  wear  clothes  and 
knowing  approximately  how  to 
spell  your  name  I  is  KNOWING 
THE  FIRM.  We're  not  sure  but 
we  thing  this  would  include: 

a.  Knowing  what  they  manu- 
facture 

b.  Knowing  what  their  address 
is.  (This  makes  it  easier  to 
get  there.  I 

c.  Knowing  the  President.  If 
you  can  be  his  son  or  can 
have  some  incriminating  love 
letter  signed  in  his  hand,  so 
much  the  better. 

2.  Next  comes  Manner.  This  is 
mostly  concerned  with  when  to  and 
when  not  to  cross  your  legs  if  you 
are   a   girl,   and   wearing  a  clean 

(Continued  on  page  34) 
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M  WW  U    jf  €#€#    can  wear  a  uniform 


By  George  Watson 


rr^UE  FIRST  TIME  I  wrapped  my  own  puttees.  I  included 
my  tent  mate's  leg,  so  this  time  I  just  stood  still  and  let  him 
run  around  me  in  a  circle.  Altogether  my  first  day  in  camp 
hadn't  been  a  roaring  success. 

I'd  held  my  tin  plate  wrong  side-up  with  the  three  bumps 
in  it  up  instead  of  down,  and  everything  had  run  along  the 
edge  over  my  thumb  and  back  into  the  cook's  kettle.  I  re- 
proached the  cook  about  this,  but  he  looked  so  fierce  that  I 
bolted  to  the  canteen  and  spent  my  entire  month's  allowance. 

The  candy  bar  didn't  fill  me  much. 

Today  I  vowed  things  would  be  different. 

And  they  were.  In  the  first  place  my  puttees  were  too  tight 
and  I  had  to  keep  hopping  from  one  foot  to  the  other  in  order 
to  keep  the  blood  circulating. 

The  captain  was  an  old  fraternity  pledge  that  I  had  hit 
oh-so-hard  with  a  paddle  and  the  major  a  former  doorman 
from  the  Orrington  who  looked  more  like  a  West  Point  man 
than  a  West  Point  man.    He  stood  straighter. 

But  I  was  slated  for  honors. 

By  noon  I  was  appointed  commander  of  the  biffy  patrol 
and  had  under  my  personal  direction  two  lime  buckets  and 
a  limp  broom.  Boy,  did  I  give  them  hell!  But  I  was  glad 
when  the  recreation  period  came.  I  had  my  choice  of  seeing 
Birth  of  a  Nation  over  in  the  mess  hall  or  playing  craps. 

By  evening  muster,  I  stood  shivering  in  one  puttee,  of 
course,  not  having  brought  my  own  set  of  dice  like  every- 
one else. 

Dinner  was  more  of  a  success  since  I  cleverly  concealed 
a  sponge  under  my  plate  and  salvaged  nearly  two  mouthfuls 
that  ran  over  the  edge. 

"Must  everything  be  dished  up  with  that  ice-cream  dipper?" 
My  curiosity  had  overcome  me  at  last. 

But  the  cook  only  thought  I  was  asking  for  more  succotash 
and  condescendingly  threw  a  parting  dipper-full  at  me  as  I 
passed  down  the  line.  .  .  . 


Sunday  was  visitors'  day.  The  major  reviewed  us,  and 
outdid  himself  in  standing  straight;  in  fact  he  stood  several 
hours  after  the  parade  was  over  and  had  to  be  called  in  out 
of  the  rain  by  Lowell  Snorf  who  luckily  happened  to  be 
driving  by  in  the  captain's  Packard. 

By  Monday  my  spirit  began  to  crack  a  little,  and  if  it 
hadn't  been  for  the  thought  of  me  Being  Proud  to  be  An 
American,  Civilization  DEPENDING  on  me,  and  all  those 
Belgian  women  being  terrorized,  I  probably  couldn't  have 
kept  on  drilling  in  the  mud.  Several  times  I  knocked  timidly 
at  the  door  of  the  captain's  tent  and  asked  him  if  he  were 
sure  we  w-ere  saving  the  world  for  democrac)-.  His  con- 
fident reply,  "Sure  buddy,  now  go  awav!"  sustained  me 
through  several  more  shifts  at  kitchen  police. 

Tuesday,  I  knocked  at  the  door  of  three  house  trailers 
parked  outside  the  camp  and  found  them  full  of  construction 
engineers.   I'll  never  believe  the  Tribune  again. 

Wednesday  was  field  day.  Four  World  War  I  hostesses 
tramped  to  camp  in  high  button  shoes  and  cheered  us  all  w  ith 
Pack  Up  Your  Troubles  in  Your  Old  Kit  Bag,  called  us  all 
dearie,  and  left  us  several  Gideon  Bibles  for  "Those  few 
dull  moments  when  you're  not  marching." 

We  felt  definitely  cheered. 

Vague  doubts  began  to  assault  me  that  the  poster  in  front 
of  the  post  office  with  Uncle  Sam  pointing  a  finger  hadn't 
really  meant  me  at  all.  The  line  underneath  about  protecting 
your  wives  and  hooked  me.  I  had  neither,  but  I  had  hoped 
that  the  landlady's  daughter  would  like  me  in  mufti.  On 
my  first  leave  I  found  that  she  had  run  off  with  a  marine 
with  a  two-tone  blue  uniform  and  w hiteivalls. 

But  I'll  admit  I'm  getting  hardened.  And  when  I  go  by 
that  poster  with  Uncle  Sam  snarling  that  he  needs  ME.  I 
look  him  right  in  the  eye  and  say,  "You've  GOT  me.  Uncle!'' 

And  only  a  few  people  notice  the  tear  that  rolls  off  my 
reddened  nose. 
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Millicent, 
and  the  Fate 

Worse  Than  Death 


JJllLLICENT  ALWAYS  SAID  that  as 
long  as  she  knew  what  was  going  to  happen 
she  would  be  able  to  face  it.  That  is  why 
Millicent  wasn't  afraid  of  the  Nazis  in  the 
concentration  camp,  because  Millicent  be- 
longed to  the  Book-of-the-Month  Club  and  had 
read  OUT  OF  THE  NIGHT  and  knew  just 
what  to  expect. 

The  two  brown-shirted  guards  dragged 
Millicent  from  her  cell  at  midnight  and  as  she 
walked  through  the  halls  of  the  barracks  she 
could  hear  the  heavy  breathing  of  the  ex- 
hausted inmates.  '"Tis  a  far  far  better  thing 
that  I  do  ...  ,"  quoted  Millicent  from  her  fa- 
vorite Ronald  Colman  picture,  and  a  tiny  tear 
splashed  on  the  cold  gray  stones  of  the  prison 
floor. 

As  they  crossed  the  silent  courtyard,  black 
punctuated  with  revolving  searchlights.  Milli- 
cent thought  of  all  the  lovely  things  she  had 
known  .  .  .  her  mother;  that  bronze  statue  of 
General  Grant  in  the  square  of  her  home 
town;  those  mad,  mad  weekends  in  Dubuque. 
That  was  living.  But  this  .  .  .  ah.  "Be  brave," 
said  Millicent  to  herself.    "Be  brave." 

A  door  on  the  far  side  of  the  court  opened 
and  out  came  running  a  sad  looking  little  man 
with  his  legs  cut  off  at  the  knee.  "The  beasts," 
said  Millicent. 

They  entered  the  building  nicknamed  "The 
Devil's  Dungeon"  by  one  of  the  prisoners  who 
had  been  to  the  Wisconsin  Dells,  and  as  the 
heavy  door  clanged  behind  them  Millicent  felt 
a  twinge  of  fear.  "Remember  you're  a  Kappa," 
said  Millicent  to  herself.    "Be  brave." 

Down  the  stairs  came  a  middle  aged  man 
carrying  a  Nazi  piggy-back  and  shouting  "I'm 
a  nasty  Communist."    It  was  horrible. 


They  started  up  the  stairs.  "Give  me 
strength,"  said  Millicent  as  she  caught  a 
glimpse  through  a  door  of  a  Nazi  studying  a 
map  of  Central  Park.  "1  can  just  see  them 
sitting   in   the  Stork." 

On  the  second  floor  Millicent  saw  a  group 
of  men  doing  push-ups.  "Every  man  a  tiger," 
said  the  guard.  "The  fiends,"  thought  Milli- 
cent. 

They  climbed  the  stairs  to  the  third  floor 
accompanied  by  five  men  who  kissed  each  step 
while  standing  on  their  respective  heads  and 
chanting  "I  went  to  Paris  before  it  was  liber- 
ated— I  went  to  Paris  before  it  was  liberated." 
"Paris!"  thought  Millicent.  "Monmartre!"  It 
was  then  that  Millicent  noticed  that  the  guards 
had  rumble  seat  possibilities.  "But  no  pri- 
vate automobiles,"  muttered  Millicent. 

There  it  was,  that  fatal  door,  right  at  the 
end  of  the  hall.  Over  it  was  a  gold  eagle  with 
a  ninety-foot  wing  spread.  The  eagle  was 
squatting  on  a  black  swastika.  "Just  like  Hol- 
lywood," thought  Millicent.  As  they  ap- 
proached the  door  thin  starving  arms  reached 
out  imploringly  to  Millicent  from  gratings 
along  the  walls,  mute  testimony  of  unbeliev- 
able cruelty.  A  cockroach  goose-stepped 
across  the  floor.  "Regimentation."  said  Mil- 
licent. 

The  door  opened  and  Millicent  found  herself 

facing  a  battery  of  klieg  lights  and  a  smooth 

officer  with  a  monocle.  A  jazz  record  screamed 

"Bounce  Me  Brother  With  a  Solid  Four"  over 

and  over.   The  officer  spoke,  his  voice  husky. 

"Have  you  seen  my  aqua-tints?" 

"I'd  love  to,"  said  Millicent  automatically. 

BY  BILL  NEUERT 
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THE  MAN  IS  AN  EGOIST! 


By  HARRY  BOETCHER 

Illustrated  by  Frank  Sayles 
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HERE  ARE  ONLY  two 
logical  reasons  why  a  man  will 
write  his  autobiography:  either 
the  man  is  an  egoist,  or  the 
work  is  assigned.  This  was  not 
assigned.  I  am  writing  it  in 
much  the  same  spirit  in  which  I 
once  started  out  to  write  a 
poem : 
Me   talk   about   myself?     With 

joy,  my  dear, 
ni  gladly  introspect  a  thousand 

faults 
And  speak  of  them   as  virtues. 
'  All  you  girls 

Who    ivin    your    man    with. 
"Let  us  speak  of  you." 
Can  not  conceive  the  art  with  which  men  mumble 
About  when  they  were  young,  nor  know  the  joy 
Which  comes  when  they  portray  as  splendid  spirit 
The  deeds  which  they  had  muddled  through  in  doing: 
For  all  men  fumble  but  in  retrospect.  .  .  . 

And  so  I  write.  It  is  pleasant  to  recall  what  one  has  done  and 
wonder  how  in  hell,  prudish  individual  that  he  conceives  him- 
self, he  ever  did  it.  It  is  helpful,  too,  in  a  way,  for  it  helps 
toward  that  great  goal  of  knowing  one's  self. 

Most  men  conceive,  when  they  think  about  themselves,  that 
they  are  somewhat  prudish.  They  make  generalities  about 
themselves,  and  generalities  ^vere  never  more  meaningless  than 
in  the  description  of  human  creatures.  They  make  up  an  idea 
about  themselves  in  the  light  of  their  minds,  and  not  of  their 
experience;  they  say,  "As  a  general  rule.  I  act  upon  this  code 
of  ethics.  It  is  good  and  I  am  good."  But  then  they  start 
pulling  their  experiences  out  of  the  trunks  of  the  past,  they 
air  them  a  bit,  and  they  are  amazed.  They  see  the  many  suits 
they  have  worn,  and  they  realize  the  many  varieties  of  ex- 
perience they  have  known.  They  realize  that  a  single  figure 
may  ^vear  many  styles  of  clothes ;  that  a  single  mind  is  capable 
of  a  thousand  styles  of  actions,  changing  with  the  times  and 
the  caprice  of  the  wearer. 


I  had  thought  of  being  a  chemist.  One  day  I  had  read  an 
article  on  the  exciting  lives  chemists  lead,  and  that  had  de- 
cided me.  But  then  in  high  school  I  got  tied  up  with  a  girl 
who  was  a  poetess  of  local  note.  Her  work,  as  I  have  analysed 
it  later,  was  often  sentimentalised,  but  amazingly  acute.  She 
led  me  into  literature.  I  think  we  warmed  up  on  Shakespeare. 
Anyhow,  she  started  me  out  to  write  and  to  versify.  Then  she 
got  me  entered  in  a  school  writing  contest,  which  I  won.  I 
won  with  the  greatest  weapon  of  a  lazy  mind,  sentiment. 
Something  about  a  dog.   But  I  won.  and  that  was  the  wind  that 


turned  the  page,  for  I  found  that  I  was  reading  a  new  chapter 
of  my  life,  one  entitled  The  Pursuit  of  Literature. 

Admittedly,  I  had  always  had  a  great  admiration  for  the 
men  of  letters,  though  I  had  never  thought  myself  among 
them.  You  might  say  that  these  minor  incidents  were  just 
another  Lusitania  sinking,  not  a  determinate,  but  an  im- 
mediate, cause.  And  yet  I  am  always  amused  to  seek  the 
reasons  for  which  1  move.  Never  are  they  important.  In  fact, 
I  have  sometimes  thought  that  one  of  the  chief  reasons  why  a 
true  tragic  drama  could  not  be  built  around  an  actual  life  is 
that  the  causes  are  so  much  smaller  than  the  events  ^vhich  are 
elTected  by  them.  I  rather  like  that  figure  of  the  sack  of  winds 
in  Ulysses:  we  go  around  pulling  strings  and  sticking  our  noses 
into  everything,  and  when  the  winds  come  out  \ve  sav  it  was 
fated.  Throughout  life,  our  minds  seem  to  plav  an  hilarious 
s>ame  of  Blind-Man"s-Buff. 


I  had  been  a  big  shot  in  high  school  through  my  own  virtue 
(the  virtue  of  having  the  right  friends  I ,  but  I  had  no  hope  of 
ever  becoming  one  here.  The  pool  was  too  large  for  a  frog  of 
my  size.  And  yet  I  wanted  to  be,  for  I  have  always  looked  up 
to  myself  and  desired  to  be  in  a  position  where  others  w  ould 
be  forced  to  do  so  as  well.  There  is  a  curious  outgrowth  of 
this  egotism,  that  I  never,  if  I  can  help  it,  enter  into  any 
activity  in  which  I  can  not  be  the  best  or  among  the  best. 
Which  creates  a  paradoxical  situation.  I  avoided  dances  here, 
and  the  more  I  avoided  them,  the  averse  my  dancing  became  at 
those  functions  I  was  forced  to  attend.  I  avoided  athletics, 
jjecause  I  felt  that  when  one  was  in  college  it  ivas  too  late  to 
learn.  I  shunned  girls  (smiling  wryly  at  myself,  for  I  realised 
the  cause  all  along  I  because  I  felt  that  they  would  not  look  up 
to  me  with  the  proper  respect  demanded  by  my  genius. 

But  how  could  anybody  respect,  or  even  notice,  the  dolt 
that  I  was?  Somehow,  I 
pulled  out  of  it.  Somehow, 
I  have  come  to  realize 
that  the  world  is  not  made 
up  of  what  others  think 
of  you.  but  of  what  you 
can  do.  and  what  you 
carry  into  action.  With 
the  change,  has  come  a 
reversal  of  some  of  my 
opinions.  No  longer  do  I 
respect  the  mousy  lad 
more  than  the  boy  who  is 
loudmouthed,  for  as  I  lis- 
ten to  the  mouth  disturb- 
ing the  world  I  remember 
shamefacedly  that  that 
loudmouth    has    a    lesser 
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idea  of  his  own  importance  than  the  mousy  fellow  sitting  un- 
noticed in  the  corner.   And  l.m.  is  worth  more  to  the  world. 

I  joined  a  fraternity.  I  hadn't  intended  to,  but  when  I  got 
here  I  found  that  they  were  more  comfortable  to  live  in.  I  went 
unhappily  through  rush  week,  dreading  the  rude  business  of 
making  friends,  until  1  came  to  the  house  I  was  to  join.  They 
let  me  sit  in  a  corner  there.  They  let  me  put  my  feet  on  the 
sofa.  They  even  let  me  take  off  my  suitcoat  and  loosen  my  tie. 
And  they  show  ed  me  that  they  had  washbasins  in  every  room. 
So  1  joined. 

Why  did  they  take  me?  Well.  I  had  a  big  trunk,  especially 
for  a  little  man  my  size.  And  when  my  name  came  up  in  the 
hash  session,  somebody  said,  "Listen. 
I  carried  his  trunk  up  two  flights  of 
stairs  and  I'll  be  damned  if  I'll  carry 
it  down  again."  So  I  pledged,  and  both 
sides  were  happy. 

I  can  not  really  call  myself  a  frater- 
nity man.  I  do  not  spend  my  time  in 

beer  joints  talking  about  how  good  the  ■,  j 

old  house  is.    Neither  do   I   hang  my  '^V 

pin    to    get   the    fraternity's    name    on  i- 

campus.   Nor  do  I  think  that  the  frater- 
nity is  greater  than  the  United  States 
of  America,  nor  that  it  is  more  import- 
ant than  Northwestern  University.    But 
few  people  do.    That  type  of  spirit  be- 
longs, with   rahrah  college  days,  to   a  /d 
past  era.    The  only  ones  who  partake                           i 
of  it  are  the  sitters.   They  haven't  an>  -                            \ 
thing  else  to  be  proud  of.                                                  \ 

In  fact.  I  have  always  found  that  the        '  1 
best  fraternity  men  are  those  who  never                            >  / 
think  of  their  fraternity  as  a  name,  but 
as  a  bunch  of  fellows  with  whom  they 
are    associated.     They    strive    for   per- 
sonal  glory,    and    incidentally    glorify         .    ^ 

the  house.  They  are  glad  to  see  some- 
one in  the  house  do  something  import- 
ant, because  the  man  is  their  friend  and  associate,  and  they 
like  to  be  proud  of  those  with  whom  they  are  associated.  I 
think  that  association  is  the  keynote  of  fraternity  life — and 
those  who  joke  about  paying  twelve  dollars  a  month  for 
brotherhood  are  usually  the  ones  who  feel  the  strongest  actual 
bond  between  themselves  and  the  others.  Those  who  actually 
pay  for  their  brotherhood,  who  join  and  say:  now  make  a 
man  of  me.  never  get  anything  from  the  fraternity  nor  give 
anything  to  it.  Fraternities  are  like  clothes;  properly  worn, 
they  make  the  man,  if  he  has  the  more  important  qualities 
within  himself. 


efforts  to  harden  it,  so  was  the  story.  Anyhow,  it  was  printed, 
ending  on  an  incomplete  sentence,  since  either  the  printers 
or  the  staff  had  somehow  mislaid  the  last  four  lines,  and  presto 
I  was  a  publications  man.  Eventually,  through  a  process  of 
hanging  around  the  office  all  of  the  time,  I  became  a  publica- 
tion head.  Then  I  became  a  politician  because,  whether  I  did 
any  work  or  not,  it  was  pleasant  to  have  my  name  in  the 
membership  of  the  coalition.    Ergo,  I  am  now  a  B.M.O.C. 

When  I  wrote  that  story  three  years  ago,  I  did  not  realize 
that  I  was  entering  into  a  style  of  work  which  would  change 
all  of  the  goals  of  my  college  work,  even  of  my  life.  In  a  way, 
it  was  to  grasp  present  in  place  of  future  glory.  With  the  work 
I  was  then  doing,  I  should  have  been 
a  top  student  and  Phi  Bete.  1  am  far 
from  that  now.  I  have  had  a  great 
deal  of  good  experience  and  learned 
things  that  the  Phi  Betes  will  not  learn 
for  years.  But  I  have  ruined  my 
scholastic  standing.  There  is  no  middle 
road.  Both  the  publication  and  scho- 
lastic work  are  full  time  jobs;  only  a 
person  who  can  read  a  book  once  and 
remember  a  month  later  on  which  page 
the  period  at  the  end  of  a  sentence  was 
turned  upside  down  can  do  both  well. 
I  chose  to  do  my  publication  job  well. 
It  seemed  to  me  to  be  a  point  of  honor 
to  the  university;  my  studies  were  of 
importance  only  to  myself.  What  ef- 
fect it  will  have  on  me  later,  I  do  not 
know. 


There  is  no  set  formula  for  becoming  a  bigshot.  It  just 
seems  to  happen.  If  you  are  an  athlete,  the  reason  is  clear. 
If  you  are  not,  there  are  two  routes:  publications  or  politics. 
Both  are  good  because  they  keep  your  name  in  print.  And, 
despite  reactions  against  the  Tribune,  people  are  impressed 
with  what  they  read  often  enough.  I  got  my  start  in  publica- 
tions. It  started  when  Chuck  Barber,  then  Editor  of  the  Parrot 
came  up  to  me  and  said:  "I  hear  that  you're  a  writer.  How 
about  doing  something  for  the  magazine."  So  I  wrote  a  story, 
on  a  formula  the  editorial  board  gave  me,  and  it  was  printed. 
It  was  Christmas  time,  and  the  plot  was  mushy.    Despite  my 


When  a  man  says  that  he  intends  to 
earn  a  living  by  being  a  writer,  he  is 
looked   on   as   a   lazy   man   or   a   fool. 
The  professors,   especially   my   profes- 
sors   who    have    been    telling    me    for 
four   years  that   I   have   no   ability   as 
a  writer  are  the  ones  who  will  call  him  the  fool;  the  masses 
u  ill  still  look  upon  him  as  the  lazy  man.    Of  course  it  is  not 
necessary  to  refute  the  masses;  it  is  already  a  platitude  that 
writing  is  the  hardest  form  of  labor.    In  fact,  Claud  Henry, 
one  prof  who  has  some  actual  interest  in  me  as  an  individual 
and  not  merely  as  one  of  the  members  of  a  class,  tells  me 
that   I    am    too   lazy   to   ever   succeed   at   writing.     I've   been 
called  that  before.    A  dreamer  is  always  a  lazy  man.    But. 
whatever   the   consensus   of  opinion,   whatever   the   doubt   of 
my  success,  I  intend  to  go  on  and  try. 

What  kind  of  writing  I  shall  do.  I  do  not  know.  I  am 
still  not  fool  enough  to  expect  to  make  a  living  from  poetry, 
even  if  I  were  able  to  write  it.  My  mind  is  more  given  to 
condensation  than  to  expansion,  which  makes  the  novel  form 
difficult.  I  am  a  satirist  by  inclination,  a  serious  writer  by 
preference.  I  suppose  it  is  of  no  value  to  try  to  determine 
the  future  now.  even  though  the  future  is  merely  the  past 
added  to  the  present.  What  I  do  someday  I  shall  do.  I  can 
not  know  now.    So  let  it  be. 

This,  it  seems,  is  my  bow  as  I  leave  the  stage  from  playing 
another  part  in  life.  What  my  next  role  will  be,  soon  will 
be  determined.  But  that  is  not  my  worry^-I  am  onlv  the 
actor,  not  the  author,  of  this  drama. 
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BY  GEORGE  CLARK 


Your  country  needs  you  and  VOU  and  YOU 
YOU  YOU  YOU 
To  save  the  world 
From  itself 
For  Democracy 

Are  you  yellow,  Rube?    Come  on  fall  in. 

hay  foot  straw  foot  hay  foot  straw  foot  hay  foot 

Wave  that  flag  harder,  Maud,  hold  it  higher  HIGHER 

You're  in  the  army  now 

You're  not  behind  the  plow 

And  the  Yanks  are  coming 

The  flags  are  flying  everywhere 

hayfoot  strawfoot  Companyyyyy  halt  march  count!  ofi^! 

one!  two!  one!  two! 

Gentlemen,  our  glorious  cause 

Nearer  my  God  to  thee 

You've  got  to  learn  to  hate  hate  hate,  gentlemen,  hate  HATE! 

The  Lord  God  of  hosts  is  with  us  Nearer  my  God  to  thee  You've 

gotta  learn  to  KILL  gentlemen.    Like  this  yaaaaa!  with  a 

laugh. 
If  you  can't  you're  a  pacifist  a  radical.    Hang  himl 
Shoot  him!   Crucify  Him! 

Mademoiselle  from  Armitiers 

Voulez-vous?   Parlez-vous? 

Hinkey-dinkey  parley-vous? 

They  forgot  to  tell  you  over  there 

About  this  mud,  dicln't  they?   Your  country  needs  you  YOU 

Your  country  needs  heroes. 

Tall  heroes,  short  heroes,  thin  heroes,  just  plain  heroes.    They 

are  using  all  the  metal  they  can  spare  for  making  medals. 
Fat  medals,  round  medals.    Medals  for  the  heroes. 
We  have  to  have  a  lot  of  medals:  there  are  bound  to  be  a  lot 

of  heroes. 
Living  and  dead  and  in  between 
Keep  your  head  down  AUemand 
We  saw  you  last  night  in  the  pale  moonlight. 

Company  march!    Left  Right  Left  Right.    Discipline. 

Discipline  makes  heroes. 

Living  and  dead  and  in  between 

This  mud  stinks. 


A  shell  lit  in  a  troop  concentration  here  yesterday. 

Remember  that  fellow  in  ^vhipcord  breeches  and  campaign  cap 

and  shiny  puttees,  who  said 
Your  country  needs  YOU? 
I  wonder  what  he's  doing  now? 
This  mud  stinks 
Just  beyond  that  barbed  wire 
Is  the  fellow  you've  got  to  hate  hate  HATE. 
You  know,  all  those  fools  over  there  think  God  is  with  Them 
When  everybody  knows  that  He's  pulling  for  us. 
Oh,  yes,  haven't  you  heard? 

We're  going  over  tonight  and  kill  somebody. 

Nearer  my  God  to  thee. 

We're  going  to  kill  a  few  men  tonight 

So  that  after  this  mess  is  over 

We  won't  have  to  preach  democracy  to  so  many  people 

]Vhen  Johnny  comes  marching  home 

You  hold  your  bayonet  like  this 

Then  you  give  three  inches  in  the  back 

Then  you  twist  like  this 

and  he  won't  need  any  more  democracy 

They  all  look  alike  to  the  Red  Cross 

and  the  burial  corps. 

Company  fix  bayonets 

Keep  your  head  down  Allemand 

Charge  and  win  a  medal 

One  fat  medal,  and  one  round  medal. 

Grab  the  brass  ring,  Josephine. 

Come  on,  soldier 

Up  and  at  'em.   Give  'em  hell 

The  Lord  God  of  hosts  is  on  our  side 

Your  country  needs  YOLI 

Are  you  yellow?   Are  you  sprouting  white  feathers? 

We're  waving  a  flag,   'i'ou've  gotta  do  your  bit. 

Give  'em  three  inches  of  steel 

No  more,  no  less. 

Come  on,  up  and  at  'em. 

Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon.  .  . 

I  didn't  notice  you  were  dead. 
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UR  OLD  FRIENDS,  The  Daily,  and 
some  of  our  good  friends  have  complained 
fhat  the  Parrot  has  no  editorial  policy. 
That's  not  true.  We  have  one;  one  which 
concerns  the  present  war,  peace  week, 
democracy,  foreign  policy,  race  equality,  extra  curricular  activities  and  the  Administra- 
tion.  Even  the  students.   The  policy  is  love.   Not  free  love.   Just  love. 

We  contend  that  love  is  the  only  truly  democratic  institution  remaining  in  the  world, 
the  only  government  based  upon  the  mutual  consent  of  the  governed.  We  contend 
that  it  is  the  only  government  in  which  a  continual  or  sporadic  state  of  war  may  sleep 
with  peace  and  bear  an  agreeable  offspring.  We  believe  that  the  right  to  live  under  its 
rule  is  the  one  right  common  to  all  peoples;  that  whatever  the  race,  it  is  the  common 
right  of  the  peoples  of  the  earth.  We  believe  that  it  is  a  recognized  extra-curricular  activ- 
ity, and  we  even  doubt  whether  it  is  the  right  of  the  Administration  to  so  curtail  this 
activity,  participated  in  by  more  students  than  any  other  activity,  by  rules  which  do  not 
truly  alter  participation  in  it  but  merely  force  students  to  become  dishonest  in  finding 
means  to  circumvent  the  aforementioned  rules.  We  believe,  and  in  this  point  we  are 
idealistically  serious,  that  love  should  govern  the  relationship  between  nations. 
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Non  Cents 


Twiddlebottom 
contributes 
to  hitchers 


President  Frank  B.  Cider  yes- 
terday announced  further  devel- 
opments in  the  University's  "Sen- 
suous Plan"  because  of  the  out- 
right gift  of  $3,675,222.03  from 
alumnus  Anthony  J.  Twiddle- 
bottom. 

Mr.  Twiddlebottom  has  stipu- 
lated that  the  money  be  used  to 
cionstruct  a  new  hitch-hiking 
station  on  the  northeast  comer  of 
Sheridan  and  University  place. 
It  will  seat  500  hitch-hikers.  Ex- 
emplary of  the  modem,  functional 
school  of  architecture,  the  build- 
ing's new  features  will  be  Betas 
and  hot  and  cold  running  host- 
esses. 

The  station  itself  will  be  run 
upon  the  new  cooperative  plan,  in 
which  student  hitch-hikers  will  be 
in  the  station  six  months  every 
year  and  farmed  out  to  various 
state  routes  for  the  other  six 
months  to  gain  "some  real,  prac- 
tical, earthy  experience." 

Earthy  Comment 

"Too  many  of  our  university 
hitchers,"  said  Mr.  Twiddlebottom 
to  a  Dilly  reporter,  "spend  all 
their  time  in  stations.  They 
should  get  out  and  mix  with  the 
earth  from  whence  they  came. 
And  I  ain't  just  a-clackin'  my  bi- 
cuspids." Mr.  Twiddlebottom  is 
well  known  as  an  amateur  wit. 

Graduating  from  the  School  of 
Choral  Terpsichory  in  '08,  Mr. 
Twiddlebottom  amassed  a  tre- 
mendous fortune  by  using  Lister- 
ine  toothpaste  instead  of  the  more 
expensive  brands.  Says  he,  "It's 
just  as  good." 
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Twiddlebottom  pays  off        Page  1 
Daze  after  Daze  Page  boy 

GREEK  LINE  TO  COME 
Better  Understanding  Week   Soon 
Trubey  All  over 

Mud  All  over 

Christmas  All  over 


SCBAPCDIX 
assumes 

The  Student  Governing  Board, 
last  vestige  of  human  frailty 
and  political  corruption,  is  dead. 
N.  U.  authorities  now  acclaim  the 
new  regime.  Seven  extensive  de- 
crees, E,  F,  G,  D,  A,  M,  and  M, 
finally  removing  all  students  from 
student  government,  were  pro- 
mulgated last  nite  in  a  midnight 
session  of  interested  bystanders, 
high  in  the  steeple  of  University 
Hall. 

Abolishment  of  the  SGB  re- 
sulted from  suggestions  of  the 
SGBACPDICX  (Student  Govern- 
ing Board  Activities  Committee 
Planning  Division  Inner  Council). 
Headed  by  Barry  Goetcher  and 
Mack  Borris,  the  members  of 
SGBACPDICX,  including  eight 
senior  LMOC's,  one  freshman 
wrestler,  and  Gunner,  the  janitor, 
met  at  6  a.  m.  in  the  card  room 
every   Saturday  of   St.   Patrick's 


PETITIONS  ARE  DUE 


Day  vacation.  Their  astounding 
conclusions  shook  Hunt  Adminis- 
tration Building,  the  ROTC,  NYA, 
CAA,  Dean  Hidestink's  office  and 
all. 

Replacing  the  SGB  Board, 
President  Cider  designated  the 
Bawdy  Lounge  hostesses  as  head 
of  the"  Senior,  Junior,  Sophomore, 
and  Freshman  commissions  re- 
spectively, and  announced  that  all 
opponents  of  the  modem  methods 
will  have  their  cookie  rations 
(Continued   on    page   4) 


THE     WORLD 
IN     A    TRANCE 


Suspect  Trickery 

Elyria,  Ohio,  October  17 — A 
giant  bomber  being  tested  for 
army  use  crashed  this  morning 
with  twenty  American  and  British 
Army  observers  aboard.  All  had 
been  stabbed  in  the  back;  and 
fifteen  unexploded  hand  grenades 
imprinted  with  swastikas,  ham- 
mers, and  sickles  were  found  in 
the  wreckage.  The  Dies  Commit- 
tee suspects  sabotage,  and  will 
investigate. 

Dead 

Berlin,  Germany,  August  3 — 
Adolph  Hitler,  prominent  German 
agitator,  was  found  dead  today  in 
his  Berlin  offices.  A  dagger  just 
above  his  heart  is  believed  to  have 
had  something  to  do  with  his  sud- 
den demise. 

(Continued) 


StAS    Photographer. 

President  Snyder,  standing  in  smok- 
ing campus  ruins,  makes  statement 
about  future  of  University 


Fester  summons 
countess  candidates 

Bad  Pester  announced  today 
the  rules  of  the  Inter-Matemity 
Brawl  Tsarina  Contest.  All 
houses  are  required  to  pick  out 
three  Tsarinas  from  a  huge  heap 
of  sorority  girls  who  will  be  piled 
between  Harris  Hall  and  Speech 
next  Wednesday  at  4 :30.  They  will 
all  refuse  to  accept  the  one  they 
grabbed  anyway  and  will  insist 
on  Shirley  James.  For  this  event- 
uality 6000  ballots  will  be  handed 
to  each  fraternity  man  who,  will 
turn  them  over  to  Bad  Smell  who 
everyone  knows  is  running  the 
contest  anyway. 

The  following  day  there  will  be 
a  general  campus  election  in  Har- 
ris Hall  where  each  fraternity 
elects  two  countesses,  a  sweet- 
heart, a  Girl  That  We  Think  Is 
Just  Peachy,  and  a  member  of 
the  Student  Governing  Board. 
The  results  will  be  announced 
under  an  arch  of  Flaming  Torches 
at  the  Inter-Matemity  Brawl  and 
the  contestant  who  can  stand  the 
heat  will  reign  over  one  dance 
seated  on  a  heap  of  cushions  and 
Satan  Good  who  is  sure  to  be  on 
the   floor   anyway   by   that   time. 

"Select  vour  Sultana  now,"  says 
Bad   Fester. 

Russell,  Ranney, 
Schiipp,  Adier, 
Jager  to  debate 

Subject  for  the  debate,  held  to- 
morrow at  4:30  pni  in  Deering 
Meadow,  will  be:  "Are  There 
Absolutes  ?  How  Many  ?  Is  There 
Anv  Use?  Is  Philosophy?  Why 
Not?  What  the  Hell  Is  Educa- 
tion, Anyway?    No?    Yes?" 

Jager  will  juggle. 


Tech  fire  spreads 
to  South  quads 

by  Hel  Model 

Starting  from  an  overheated 
left-hander  burning  them  in  for 
spring  baseball  practice  in  Pat- 
ten gymnasium,  a  fiery  blaze  this 
morning  bumed  down  the  gym, 
the  north  quads,  the  south  quads, 
Fisk,  Harris,  Swift,  Scott  Hall, 
Chem,  Locy,  Deering,  Commerce, 
Lv»nt,  the  Tech  Building,  Garrett, 
the  north  quads,  the  south  quads, 
Ma  Schramm's,  and  an  unidenti- 
fied four-by-four  near  the  Tech 
construction. 

When  informed  of  the  blaze. 
President  Frank  B.  Cider,  al- 
ways alert  for  economy,  immedi- 
ately declared  the  following  twen- 
ty-four hours  the  1941  Home- 
coming, Waa-Mu  show.  Freshman 
Cap  Burning,  Phi  Beta  Kappa 
Initiation,  the  basketball  season, 
and  the  Phi  Psi  spring  formal. 
Grabbing  a  fiery  torch  from  the 
edge  of  his  desk,  he  rushed  over 
to  the  Tech  building  and  lit  the 
corner  stone.  With  his  hat  over 
his  chest  he  stated:  "Think  how 
much  studying  the  students  on 
these  committees  can  do  now  that 
this  job  is  done,  and  besides  if 
Roosevelt  can  change  Thanks- 
giving, why  can't.  .  .  ."  Here  his 
words  were  lost  in  the  crackling 
of  the  blaze  as  it  reached  the 
observatory  and  spread  down  to 
pier  14,  seriously  burning  several 
Alpha  Delts  and   Shirley  James. 

Old  College  Stands 

Saved  midst  the  horrible  holo- 
caust was  the  towering  edifice  of 
Old  College.  Fireproof  and  mod- 
em, the  building  which  houses 
the  school  of  education  stood  un- 
harmed by  the  blaze  as  fresh- 
men and  two  members  of  the  class 
of  1851  who  flunked  out  threw 
on  gasoline,  TNT,  and  the  re- 
mains of  a  Delt  beer  party. 

Questioned  about  the  blaze, 
Police  Officer  Wes  Brown  said: 
"Some  fire,  huh?"  Stated  Joe 
Miller,  director  of  the  Waa-Mu 
productions,  "It  was  the  hottest 
show  that  ever  got  past  the  Board 
of   Trustees." 

Thad  Snell  could  not  be  reached 
for  a  comment. 

Committee  Pro- 
After   deliberation,  the   Presi- 
dent's     Student-Faculty-Alumni- 
Committee  publish  the  following 
proclamation: 

"Whereas,  We  of  this  Commit- 
tee are  chosen  to  comment  on 
the  State  of  the  University,  and 
whereas  much  time  has  been 
spent  in  Contemplation  of  the 
aforesaid  State,  by  the  aforesaid 
Committee,  and  considering  all 
matters  to  be  of  equal  weight  in 
the  True  Democratic  Spirit  of 
the  aforementioned  Committee, 
We  of  this  Body  do  hereby  and  on 
This  Day  do  decree  and  Herewith 
publish,  in  the  aforesaid  demo- 
cratic Spirit  of  the  aforemen- 
( Continued  on  page  3) 
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J^oh  and 

Adcknda 

by  BULL  CAR  STUTTER 


I  had  just  finished  ordering  a  bowl  of  tripe, 
several  dozen  bluepoints,  and  a  bird's  nest 
salad  when  I  happened  to  notice  the  young 
man  next  to  me.  He  was  a  big  lad,  about 
nine  foot  six,  and  he  had  a  blonde  next  to 
him  that  he  absently  stirred  with  one  hand 
while  he  flipped  over  the  pages  of  a  book 
with  the  other. 

The  waitress,  who  was  pretty  in  spite  of 
her  three  legs,  uncoiled  herself  in  a  corner 
and  slithered  over  to  him.  "How're  ya  doin'?" 
she  said. 

The  young  man  looked  up.   "Not  half  bad." 

"Yeh.    You're  quite  a  man,  ain'tcha?" 

"Perhaps.  And  you're  quite  a  woman — it's 
a  wonder  you  don't  trip." 

"Oh,  I  manage.    Whatcha  readin'?" 

"Havelock  Ellis.  Mean  anything  to  you?" 
"Sure.  He's  a  foreigner, 
This  IS  2Ji't  Jis'  You  can't  read  no 
AmarSrn  foreigner  here." 
#%inerica,  ipjjg  young  man  frowned. 
isn't  It?  "Why  not?  This  is  America, 
isn't  it?  This  is  the  Middle 
West,  isn't  it  ?  And  what  is  the  Middle  West  ? 
It  is  one  vast  sweep  of  land  and  men  and 
struggle.  It  is  East  and  West  and  North  and 
South,  and  in  and  out,  and  up  and  down, 
isn't  it?  It's  all  around,  isn't  it?  I  mean, 
it's  here,  isn't  it?" 

The  waitress  filed  a  toenail.  "Yeh,"  she 
said. 

The  young  man  untangled  himself  from  the 
blonde  and  rose.  "I'll  pay  now,"  he  said.  "I 
only  want  to  be  a  man."  He  flung  a  quarter 
on  the  counter  and  paused  to  read  a  Burma- 
Shave  ad. 

"Bah,  tinsel!"  he  said,  and  left. 


Who's  Cot  It?  We  Do 

In  response  to  popular  demand.  Wormy 
Weeder,  chairman  of  the  Phi  Psi  tea,  has 
turned  in  a  complete  financial  report  to  Sob 
Ratbum  and  the  rest  of  those  suspicious 
fellows. 

Complete    Expenditure    $4,327.02 

Tea    1.24 

Sugar  and  that  stuff  0.13 

One  Pig.  (Rental)  2.00 

XXX  and  soda  $4,321.09 

$4,324.46 
This  leaves  a  profit  of  $2.56  which  the  Phi 
Psis  have  announced  will  be  used  to  defer 
expenses  on  the  complete  decorating  of  the 
house  necessitated  by  the  "eager"  guest's 
activities. 


EDITORIAL  BOARD  NOTICE 
All  members  of  the  editorial  board 
except  me  must  meet  today  in  Com- 
merce basement  unless  previously  ex- 
cused by  God,  and  I  can't  remember 
excusing  any  of  you. 

Toastin  Fanny, 
Chairman 


MUD 

All  that  MUD!  All  that  gooky  horrible, 
slimy  old  mud.  Everywhere  I  look  all  I  can 
see  is  mud,  muddy  students,  muddy  cars, 
muddy  professors,  muddy  dogs,  muddy  com- 
plexions. Its  just  awful  and  its  ruining 
everything,  and  who  cares  about  Hitler,  and 
Better  Understanding  Week,  and  the  Syl- 
labus when  THERE'S  ALL  THAT  MUD! 
WHY  doesn't  someone  do  something  about  it  ? 

Our  Policy 

1.  The  Parrot  stinks. 

2.  So  do  commissions,  the  administration, 
war,  and  the  Dilly  office  at  4:30  p.m. 
every  day. 

3.  Democracy,  democracy,  democracy. 

4.  DEMOCRACY. 

5.  We  never  have  liked  Hitler. 

6.  Or  Boetcher. 

(Ed.  Note:  Out  whole  editorial  bores  brain  capacity 
is  working  on  other  problems  (YAS,  the  PROB- 
LEM!). So,  ivith  this  great  record,  we  stand  in  firm 
confidence  that  our  arguments  against  the  coalitions 
in  national  politics  will  be  met  by  success;  that  a 
whole  vast  country  will  shout  liberty,  virtue,  and 
DILLY's  never  chilly,  but  always  hot,  red  hot 
right,  yea,  ax-rax,rax! 

Anyhoio,  coalitions  probably  aren't  fair.) 


Sicieiluuu 


My  Word! 

Dear  Sideshow: 

Because  of  the  selenography,  dilatory, 
dolichocephalic  and  the  ecclesiolatry  of  the 
epicycloidal  frugivorous  bioluminescence,  I 
remain 

Your    hebephrenic    beatified 

Grandpa  Deering 
P.  S.  Honoriflcabilititudinatatibus. 

Comment  on  Dilly 

Dear  Sideshow 
No  color. 
Boetcher 

What's  Wrong?    Everything. 

Dear  Sideshow: 

There  are  a  lot  of  things  WTong  with  this 
old  world  of  ours.  I  guess  we'll  all  admit  that. 
And  one  of  the  worst  things  is  people.  Look 
at  Northwestern,  for  instance.  A  horrible  ex- 
ample of  what  can  happen  when  you  get  a  lot 
of  people.  It's  dangerous.  You  get  Inter- 
Maternity  Councils,  you  get  Dilly  Editorial 
Meetings,  you  get  Gravy  Balls,  and  before 
you  know  it  you  have  CLASS  COMMIS- 
SIONS. 

I  tell  you  it's  dangerous.  It's  destroying 
democracy.  It's  forcing  the  Seniors  who  are 
about  to  meet  Life  and  it's  Problems  to  face 
utter  chaos.   Jeez. 

Something  ought  to  be  done  about  all  these 
people.  And  it's  up  to  the  DILLY.  to  start. 
Come  on  Fanny! 

A  SENIOR. 

Editor's  note — only  2/3  of  the  letters  in  Side- 
show are  written  by  oiir  staff.  The  rest  are 
yours  and  we  will  not  be  responsible  for  them. 


You  DO  Love  Your 

DILLY, 

Don't  You? 


oDuze  ufter 
csDcize 

r*****-  by  Sob  Ratbum  ***— 

Now  I  may  be  an  old  fuddy-duddy,  but 
last  night  I  looked  under  my  bed  before 
tucking  in  for  the  night  (I  always  do  that, 
you  see,  because  there  might  be  something 
of  social  importance  there).  Well,  last  night 
there  was  something  there,  and  not  just  one 
either. 

U  God,  the  first  thing  I  saw 

n  Oa  ry  was  a  hoary  war  monger  with  a 

^0I>.  razor  blade  and  a  blazing  eye. 

He  leered  at  me  and  whispered, 
monger         "Come  on  Sobby.  Let's  go  over 

and  shoot  some  cannons  at 
those  wicked  Nazis."  I  shuddered,  and  stepped 
back  a  step. 

Then  I  saw  another  figure,  a  lewd  politician 
with  a  cigar  and  a  greasy  skin.  He  was  on 
his  hands  and  knees  on  the  floor,  with  a  straw 
in  his  mouth  sucking  the  blood  out  of  the 
student  governing  board. 
_,  And  there  was  a  dance  chair- 

I  here  was  man  behind  the  politician,  his 
a  dance        homs  erect,  his  tail  curled  un- 
■      .  der  him.   He  was  sitting  on  an 

cnairman     unpublished  budget.    He  said: 
"Ha  ha,  Sobby,  don't  you  wish 
I'd  let  you  see  it."  And  he  licked  some  gravy 
up  off  the  floor. 

I  tried  to  convert  them  all  to  Christianity. 
I  tried  to  make  them  join  the  YMCA.  But 
they  won't.  Neither  will  anyone  else.  I'll 
be  looking  under  the  bed  all   my  life. 


By  Mary  Yellin'  Mugger 


Everybody  at  the  University  of  Mush  ? 
Again  ?  wants  war.  They  want  it  like  every- 
thing. They  all  go  around  wanting  it  and 
everybody  you  meet,  at  least  everybody  /  met, 
and  I'm  damned  attractive  as  they  say,  likes 
uniform,  and  guns,  and  nobody's  a  pacifist 
like  all  us  good  kids  or  anything. 

It's  awful.  I'm  just  a  woman,  I  know,  and  I 
suppose  I  don't  count,  but  I  have  a  fresh, 
young  outlook  on  affairs  and  I  know  enough 
not  to  like  war  like  those  Mushagain  traitors. 
I'll  bet  they  don't  even  know  the  words  to 
"God  Bless  America." 


Dilly  Northwestern 
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WORLD  IN  A  TRANCE 

(Continued  from  page  1) 

Dead 

Rome,  Italy,  July  14— Benito 
Mussolini,  prominent  Italian  agi- 
tator, was  found  dead  today  in 
his  Rome  offices.  A  dagger  just 
above  his  heart  is  believed  to  have 
had  something  to  do  with  his  sud- 
den demise. 

Dead 

Moscow,  Russia,  March  1 — 
Josef  Stalin,  prominent  Russian 
agitator,  was  found  dead  today 
in  his  Moscow  offices.  A  dagger 
just  above  his  heart  is  believed 
to  have  had  something  to  do  with 
his  sudden  demise. 

Fled 

New  York,  New  York,  April  3 
— Still  missing  is  Toastin  Fanney 
who  bolted  Fort  Dixon  three 
weeks  ago.  He  carried  with  him 
only  an  old  Kirk  oration,  several 
editorials  by  Stinky  Frankel,  and 
three  dagg^ers. 

B&C 

to  choose  queen 

It  was  announced  to  day  by  the 
Building  and  Grounds  men  that" 
they  will  elect  a  queen  to  reign 
over  their  annual  Building  and 
Grounds  Gambol.  Contestents 
meet  at  E.  L.  Ray's,  4:30  Sunday 
for  pictures. 

To  confer  on  "Who?" 

In  an  exclusive  interview  last 
night  Surely  AUgreen  revealed 
the  subjects  for  discussion  at 
this  year's  St.  Chuck's  Confer- 
ence, to  be  held  March  26 — April 
19  in  the  basement  of  Fiske.  "It 
will  be  simply  swell!"  miss  All- 
green  stated,  after  getting  the 
nod   from   Dr.   Maryann. 

Who?  Who?  Who? 

The  general  subject  this  year 
is  to  be  "Who?"  Sub-topics  thus 
far  decided  are  "Which  way?" 
and  "Are  we  Going?"  Guest 
speakers  will  include  Prof  Paul 
Schlitz  on  "What  do  YOU  think 
of  Bertrand  Russell  ?"  and  Grand- 
pa Deering  on  "Isn't  everything 
just  nasty?" 

To  Open  Grill 

For  three  weeks  and  four  days 
of  real  intellectual  advancement, 
mixed  in  vTith  jolly  mixers, 
George  Grill,  Scott  Hall  Grill, 
Grilled  Cheese,  Grillas  and  just 
plain  old  iron  grills,  and  the 
janitors  in  Fiske,  come  to  this 
years  St.  Chuck's  Conference. 
FIND  OUT  "WHO"! 

Sanitation  dept. 
to  choose  queen 

It  was  announced  today  by  the 
Sanitation  Department  that  they 
will  elect  a  queen  to  reign  over  its 
annual  Sanitation  Swing.  Con- 
testants to  meet  at  E.  L.  Ray's, 
4:30  Sunday  for  pictures. 


guit  Me^  Week 


;by  Slob  Sali 


Just  next  week  in  Arrowhead 
Springs,  Dorothy  Draper,  deco- 
rator of  the  Arrowhead  Springs 
Hotel,  the  Camellia  House  and 
the  bathroom  at  the  end  of  the 
hall  on  the  third  floor  of  the 
White  House,  announced  that  we 
must  STOP  HITLER  NOW.  "Just 
TRY  and  get  a  good  paper- 
hanger,"  said  Miss  Draper.  And 
we  agree  with  her. 

And  from  the  above  mentioned 
room  in  the  White  House — and 
it's  a  mad,  mad  room,  all  fur  with 
crushed  strawberry  cojor — Presi- 
dent Roosevelt  issued  a  statement. 
We  aren't  quite  sure  what  he  said 
because  the  door  was  closed  but 
it  was  something  vague  about 
twenty-five  billion. 

Just  next  week  Hitler  will  dis- 
close the  real  reason  for  his  in- 
vasion of  Britain.  He  wants  to 
rip  that  white  fox  neckpiece  off 
Queen  Elizabeth.  Of  course,  he's 
doing  it  the  hard  way,  but  that's 
the  German  system.  "Nothing 
half-way,"  he  says  so  he  might  as 


well  buy  her  a  pair  of  shoes  that 
DON'T  match  her  hose  EX- 
ACTLY while  he's  at  it. 

And  next  week  in  Chicago  the 
Beta  Chapter  of  the  Nazi  Bund 
holds  its  monthly  meeting  at  the 
Pump  Room.  "After  all,  Mon- 
day's a  dull  night,"  said  the  mana- 
ger. Nothing  has  happened  much 
except  that  they  flogged  a  waiter 
thinking  he  was  a  member  of  the 
House  of  Lords.  Incidentally,  did 
you  ever  try  beer  on  a  flaming 
sword  ? 

The  Paris  shops  are  jammed 
with  green-clad  troops  buying  lip- 
sticks. "To  hell  with  Messer- 
schmidts — try  charm,"  is  Ger- 
many's answer  to  this  England 
thing. 

Next  week  as  50,000  muscle- 
bound  girls  did  push-ups  in  Red 
Square,   Stalin  said  nothing. 

Maybe  the  British  Blockade  is 
working  after  all.  We  haven't 
seen  any  pictures  of  Goering's 
stomach  blotting  out  Mussolini 
lately. 


Fes  and  No 


In  answer  to  our  question, 
''Aren't  Tests  Hard,  Though  ?"  the 
Dilly  interviewer  finds  that  74% 
said  "yes",  .0003%  said  "No", 
15%  were  asleep  at  the  time  of 
inquiry  and  didn't  say  anything, 
and  10%  said  that  they  had  never 
taken  a  test.  (The  reporter  later 
found  out  that  these  were  either 
pigeons  or  Music  school  students 
so  really  didn't  count  anyway.) 

Jean  Blubb,  Poo  Beta  Phoo, 
"Tests  are  all  right  if  you  know 
the  answers.  I  never  do  though." 
(Here  Miss  Blubb  broke  into  tears 
and  we  missed  the  rest  of  her 
statement.) 

Grandpa  Deering:  "Hissssssss!" 

Liberal  Arts  Freshman:  "I 
think  tests  are  fun.  They're  so 
long,  and  hard,  and  keen,  and  it's 
so  much  fun  to  answer  those 
grand  questions."  (Here  he 
changed  into  the  body  of  a  zebra 
and  the  head  of  a  committee  and 
flew  off  into  the  burning  east.) 

Dave  Rascal,  Phi  Kappa  Psi: 
"They'd  be  all  right  if  I  could  read 
the  questions  over  my  nose." 

Once  more  the  DILLY,  in  its 
search  for  accurate  information, 
reports:  Students  think  tests  are 
mostly  yes  and  no,  depending. 


PATRONIZE 
the    Dill}'    advertUerl 


D.  U.  dog 

to  choose  queen 

It  was  announced  today  by  the 
D.  U.  Dog  that  he  virill  elect  a 
queen  to  reign  over  the  annual  D. 
U.  Dog  Drag.  Contestants  meet 
at  E.  L.  Ray's,  4:30  Sunday  for 
pictures. 

Janitors 

to  choose  queen 

It  was  announced  today  by  the 
campus  janitors  (except  for  one 
in  the  Chemistry  building  who 
has  been  talking  to  Sob  Ratbum. 
and  thinks  it's  silly)  that  they 
will  elect  a  queen  to  reign  over 
their  annual  Janitor's  Jump.  Con- 
testants to  meet  at  E.  L.  Ray's, 
4 :30  Sunday  for  pictures. 


Campus  Bull 


Petitions  for  co-chairmen  of  "Be 
Just  as  Kind  and  Nice  Week"  are 
dne  today  in  Ear]  Stinky's  office. 
Scott  Hole. 

All  campus  does  are  requested  to 
meet  with  the  Student  Governing: 
Board  to  discuss.  "How  shall  we 
save  our  trees  and  shrubs?"  5  p.m.. 
Stupid  Scholars  Lounge. 


Northwestern  Troop   15,  Phi  Beta 
Koppa,   Saturday   8:00. 

Ma  Schramm 


^0M  PAS^l 


Tech  Hole 


FALL  1941 


VIEW 

by  Call  Stone 

Exquisitely  paced,  touchingly 
written,  and  delicately  directed, 
Chekov's  Gore  in  Petrograd  got 
off  to  a  flying  start  last  night  in 
the  speech  Auditorium.  The  audi- 
ence was  held  spellbound  by  the 
imagery,  delightful  fantasy,  and 
dirty  jokes. 

Especially  effective  in  the  sec- 
ond scene  of  the  first  act  was 
Tzschoulsha,  lovingly  played  by 
Carole  Carnage,  ably  seconded  by 
Jack  Niveous  in  his  portrayal  of 
Nitzskablitsjlski,  the  muscular 
peasant  liberator  of  the  Kraptsch, 
cruel,  stem,  yet  ultimately  victim 
of  pure,  red-blooded  love. 

The  end  was  not  as  good  as  the 
middle,  but  then  the  end  came 
later.  The  rest,  though,  was  nice; 
especially,  as  we  said,  Nitzska- 
blitsjlski.   And  those  jokes.   Boy! 


lAJau  dSehind 
the  LJimeA 

by  Hickory  Highboy 


All  Gaul  was  divided  into  three 
parts. 

To  choose  queen 

Pill  Slurphy  announced  today 
that  he  was  going  to  elect  a  queen 
ALL  FOR  HIMSELF.  Contestants 
meet  at  E.  L.  Ray's,  4:30  Sunday 
for  pictures. 


(Continued  from  page  1) 
tioned  state  and  the  aforenoted 
committee  that  Deering  Meadow 
is  an  unsightly  muddy  mess  in  the 
afore-experienced  Spring;  There- 
fore." 

The  Resolution  was  unani- 
mously adopted  by  the  Committee 
as  a  Whole  with  little  quibbling. 

Queens  to  choose 
E.  L.  Ray 

It  was  announced  today  by  the 
Queens  that  they  will  elect  E.  L. 
Ray.  Meet  at  1:45  A.  M.  Satur- 
day at  the  Acacia  Parking  Lot  for 
pictures. 


YOV  TOO- 


have  a  queen! 


Use  Clawson's  little 
Adrenaline  Pills 


DULY  NORTHWESTERN 


Sports 


Monday,  June  14,  1941 


Dick  Trubey 

is  really  consistent 
says  CD  house  mother 

by  More  Liverman 

The  hope  of  every  house  moth- 
er is  to  find  a  consistent  lover, 
one  who  thought  he  seldom  puts 
on  a  "sparkling"  performance, 
can  always  be  counted  on  to  come 
through.  Said  Mrs.  Right,  G  D 
House  mother,  "Consistency  Tru- 
bey, that's  what  they  call  him." 

As  a  freshman  romeo,  Trubey 
immediately  was  a  success.  De- 
spite having  his  vest  torn  con- 
tinually, by  the  end  of  the  Spring 
season  his  ability  could  not  be 
denied.  (We  checked  with  the 
night  watchman.) 

During  his  sophomore  year,  he 
developed  rapidly,  getting  a  great 
deal  of  experience  from  letterman 
Bad  Smell.  He  received  recogni- 
tion by  being  named  the  "Man  I 
Love"  for  1940-41  by  the  G  D  ves- 
tibule squad.^ 

Trubey  is  only  a  junior  and  is 
modest  as  hell.  "She  twisted  my 
arm  and  I  had  to  grab  her!"  he'll 
say  after  a  terrific  co-educational 
bout. 

Northwestern  women  can  look 
forward  optimistically  to  another 
season,  for,  Trubey  says:  "I'm  so 
G  D  consistent." 


Where  Can  I 
Find  It? 


USE  THE  CLASSIFIED 
AD  COLUMN  1 1 

Dilly  Office— Uni.  7300 


PERSONAL 


ANYONE  WHO  WANTS  TO  LEARN 
to  sabotage,  meet  me  by  the  Navy 
building  any  noon.  I'll  be  waiting. 
Heh.  heh.  heh,  heh.  Bring  your  own 
trench   mortars.     The   Hermit. 


COPY   in    GREEK  to   COME 


ONE  COPY  OF  STODS  LOXIOAN. 
Valued  for  sentimental  reasons.  Re- 
wai*d.     Call    Ergan    Bevans. 


ONE  COPY  STUD8  LONIGAN.  WOW  I 


CUT-RATE  PRICES  ON  FRATERNITY 
pins,  any  model.  See  B.  J.  Shooman, 
Awful  Chi  house. 


FOR  RENT 


SOUTHERN  EXPOSURE  ROOM  FOR 
young  man.  Twin  beds  and  five  North- 
western professors  on  same  floor.  Will 
rent    vrrp   cheaply. 


Continued   from    Page  1 

.     G.     B.     ASSUMES:     DRASTICALLY 
reduced.      XYZ. 


DICK  TRUBEY 


^bo^U  teU 


no-  o/fe 

_  by  Mouth  Wash  — 

It  sure  is  a  shame  that  the  uni- 
versity does  not  feel  in  a  position 
to  install  a  modem,  full-size,  mar- 
ble stadium.    We  know  there  is  a 
war  going  on  in  Europe  and  that 
labor  costs  are  a  little  high,  but 
look  at  all  the  other  universities; 
they  have  marble  stadiums  seat- 
ing   60,000,000   people    and    even 
more  when  the  students  come. 
Whooperdoo    U.   has   a   sta- 
dium  with   16   official,   10-foot 
marble  rings,  and  besides  that, 
they  have  knee  pads  for  play- 
ers; no  wonder  that  the  Ket- 
tlemakers  turn  out  consistent- 
ly good  knuckle-downers. 
Also  in  the  Wooperdoo  marble 
arena  there  are  facilities  for  the 
jacks     squad,     and     the     Chinese 
Checkers  team. 

What  the  hell  does  the  uni- 
versity think  it  is  anyway? 
How  does  it  expect  to  attract 
the  leading  high  school  marble 
shots  when  they  have  such 
poor  facilities?  With  our  mar- 
bleers  finishing  in  ninth  place, 
the  university  had  two  alter- 
natives: either  they  increase 
the  salaries  offered  to  high 
school  knucklers,  or  build  a 
decent  marble  court  with  ade- 
quate facilities. 

"We  gotta  get  'em  one  way  or 
the  other."  stated  Spade  Poomak 
er  yesterday,  adding,  "Pvit  every 
thing  I  say  in  the  paper,  boy!" 


Meet  Jessie  Walker 


by  the  Team 


Joe  Says 


"The  PARROT— for 
new  angles! 
(Turn  this  page  upside  down) 


Jessie  Stoolpigeon  Walker  .  .  .  letter  winner  in  ratting  .  .  .  has 
been  with  the  varsity  squealing  team  for  two  years  .  .  .  got  her  start 
in  grade  school  where  she  won  title  of  "Typical  Tattle  Tale  on 
Campus"  .  .  .  always  wears  sneakers  .  .  .  worked  her  way  through 
Europe  one  summer  by  helping  the  Gestapo  .  ,  .  hopes  someday  to  do 
the  same  for  the  G.P.U.  ...  in  the  meantime  keeps  in  training  by 
revealing  the  inner  lives  of  the  locker  room  lads  .  .  .  spends  her  spare 
time  hiding  under  benches  and  reading  other  people's  mail  .  .  .  says 
here,  most  exciting  game  was  when  she  was  playing  right  stool 
pigeon  for  N.  U.  and  scored  the  winning  squeal  on  Alby  Therns  .  .  . 
likes  to  eat  baked  pigeon  and  rat  salad  sandwiches  and  her  favorite 
beverage  is  castor-oil  .  .  .  has  a  small  mole  above  her  left  ear  and 
always  ties  her  right  shoe  lace  first  ...  "I  don't  know  why,  I  just  do," 
she  says. 

Netters  Net  Nifties 

by  Julius  Peowawawa 

N.  U's  Butterfly  Catching  Team 
scored  a  smashing  victory  over 
the  University  of  Illinois  netters 
yesterday  in  Boysmore  Mudhole. 
Spurred  on  by  Captain  Bull  De 
Caravan,  the  N.  U.  men  captured 
two  moths,  a  Monarch,  a  Lady 
Luna,  and  several  Kappa  alums 
in  the  first  period. 

Left  net,  Elfie  Baumy  was  dis- 
qualified at  the  beginning  of  the 
second  half  for  trying  to  score 
with  a  worm.  "It'll  be  a  butter- 
fly someday"  he  stated. 

The  final  scores  were: 
Illinois 
14  moths 
2  Monarchs 
12  unidentified  beetles 

2  dead  soldiers 
1  mitten 

Northwestern 
25  moths 
12  Monarchs 

3  Lady  Lunas 
1  Loony  Lady 

10  bats  (including  Al  Pick) 
1  half -used  bottle  Jergens  Lotion 
25  Phi  Gams 

These  objects  are  now  on  dis- 
play in  the  display  cases  in  Deary 
Library.  Except  Al  Pick  who 
claims  that  beetles  bite. 
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Notice 


Sports   Bull 

The  Beeta-Sagging  Chi 
Mah  Jong  tournament 
scheduled  for  today  has  been 
postponed  on  account  of  hail. 


Now  On  Sale  ! 


SMELLYBOS 

See  Gordon  Langlois 
in  500  glamorous  poses 


CONTEST:    Count  the  Phi  Mu  Delts 

in  this  picture  and  win  a 

SMELLYBOS 


ELLEN  DREW 

Chesterfield's  Girl  of  the  Month 

currently  starring 

"Reaching  for  the  Su 


CHESTmfiCLD 


FIRST  is  the  word  for  everything  about 
Chesterfields ...  from  the  right  combination  of  the 
world's  best  cigarette  tobaccos  to  the  most  modern 
manufacturing  methods.  You  will  find  in  Chesterfield 
everything  you  want  in  a  cigarette. 

A/lore  and  more  . . .  Chesterfield  is  called 
the  smoker's  cigarette 


A^ILLION 


Copyright  1941,  Liggett  &  Myers  Tobacco  Co. 


THE   Fl  FTH   COLUMN 
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CO  IT  IS  THE  last  issue.  What  good  does  that  do  us? 
^  Not  one  damn  little.  "Come  on,  folks,"  we  say.  "Spill  all. 
It's  the  end  of  the  year.  What  have  you  been  holding  back?" 
But  this  campus  was  not  born  in  the  age  of  informers  and 
underground  railways.  It  does  not  believe  in  dark  corners  and 
tales  over  the  beer,  nor  rendezvous  by  fallen  trees  in  deserted 
forests  with  low  whispers  and  a  double  cross  in  the  northern 
sky.  Even  the  Bull  and  the  Stroke  keep  mum.  But  we  did  glean 
a  little  from  our  station  in  the  grill  and  our  dictaphone  at 
Schramm's. 

Will  Miller  ($KE)  is  quite  the  Man-About-Campus  these 
days.  Seems  torn  between  the  D.  G.  and  Tri  Delt  houses.  The 
Three  D.  steps,  however,  seem  a  little  nicer  to  his  questing 
feet. 

Karl  Irviii  (  HKA)  who  "really  likes  a  little  Pi  Phi"  and 
says  trite  things  like,  "Her  eyes  sparkle  like  diamonds."  im- 
ported a  blonde  Theta  from  Drake  for  the  I-F  Ball.  Picked 
her  up  during  Easter  vacation. 

Now  we  quick  tell  you  about  the  D.  U.'s.  so  the  editor  can 
stop  reading  over  our  shoulder  and  relax.  Yes,  he  hung  his 
pin.  Smack  dab  on  Virginia  (He  calls  her  "Happy" I 
Kearley  (AD.  It  looks  as  if  the  playful  fellow  hung  it  for 
three  reasons:  (1)  He  loves  the  girl;  (2)  a  bottle  of  cham- 
pagne promised  him  if  he  pinned  anyone  before  graduation ; 
(3)  the  D.  U.  suicide  pact.  This  latter  is  most  int^esting. 
Jack  Forrester,  Hank  Czajkowski.  Al  Jamra,  and  Glenn 
Stock  agreed  to  part  with  their  emblems  if  Boetclier  did. 
Forrester  planted  his  on  Ida  Soring  ( A$ )  on  a  Thursday 
and  got  it  back  the  following  Tuesday.  Hank's  girl  was  out  of 
town.  Jamra  thought  Hank's  girl  was  his  girl.  And  Stock. 
Seems  rather  hopeless  from  where  we're  sitting.  Maybe  he 
just  doesn't  have  the  proper  approach.  Or  maybe  Miss  Knox 
is  just  too  shifty. 

We've  brought  destructidfi  on  Harry's  head  by  printing  this 
pact.  "Happy'J  understands,  but  will  the  other  girls?  Glenn 
won't  like  to  read  this  because  he  was  afraid  he'd  never  have 
any  luck  if  the  horrid  truth  appeared.  Hank  says  his  girl  looks 
eagerly  for  his  pin  everytime  he  gets  near  her,  and  the  rest  of 
the  boys  will  just  have  to  explain  as  best  they  may.  So  they 
told  us — "print  the  pact  and  we'll  get  Harry  in  the  Sophomore 
Scandals." 

Dave  Hardy  and  Gene  Johnson  of  the  same  prolific 
house  seem  to  have  done  all  right.  Snagged  Marilynn 
Underwood  ( AAA  I  and  a  girl  out  of  school,  respectively. 
Also   Bill  Thompson   and   Evelyn   Schmaehl    (AZ). 

WARNING  TO  BOETCHER  FROM  ONE  WHO  KNOWS: 
The  champagne  is  yours  only  if  your  pin  remains  hung  for 
a  minimum  of  four  months  on  the  same  girl. 


Bill  Brannigan,  (<1>MA)  is  on  the  loose  again.  Needs  a 
press  agent  and  a  circulation  manager.  Also  a  new  flame. 
Call  Gre  9386  and  ask  for  "Handsome." 

His  brother,  Tom  B.  I$MA)  pinned  Betty  Janke  lAZl, 
a  former  Parroteer  who  we  kneiv  would  make  good  someday. 

The  Gamma  Phi  club  is  coming  along  nicely.  Shirley  Law- 
son  and  Jackie  Powers  seem  to  be  the  star  members  with 
Jim  Henderson  ( <I>rA  )   and  Jack  Manson  I  EX  I . 

Now  that  Bill  Barr  ($rA)  and  Betty  Brang  (A$) 
(good  heavens!  B.  B.  and  B.  B. —  this  is  too  much)  have 
merged  via  a  pin-hanging,  several  members  of  both  quads 
may  shift  their  interests  elsewhere.    We'll  not  mention  names. 

Russ  Holtz  (  B0  n  I  is  still  worshipping  J.  C.  I  IT  B$  I .  But 
Chubb  is  a  cagey  girl. 

The  Beta  boys  had  a  bright  idea  the  other  night.  They 
decided  to  serenade  Mardel  Jerrick  (TOBl.  At  3:00  a.m. 
they  decided  this.  A  nightwatchman  broke  up  the  happy 
group.    The  Beta  stars  were  slightly  out  of  focus. 

And  after  all  their  months  of  separation,  Don  Clawson 
(<I>KS)  and  Kay  McGinn  (AXQ)  fall  into  each  other's  arms 
again. 

What  will  poor  Jim  Ward  ($K^)do  for  romance  during 
the  summer  months  now?  Hazel  Miller,  the  U.  of  Illinois 
beauty  queen  that  the  Junior  Prom  budget  brought  to  the 
Prom  for  Jim,  took  a  Beta  pin.  And  Hazel  and  Jim  were 
such  old,  old  friends.   From  back  home. 

Apple-cheeked  Phil  Murphy  ( -VXA  I  is  in  our  cold,  north- 
ern midst  again,  and  raving  about  Corinth.  Mississippi,  be- 
cause "The  southern  hospitality  was  so  great!"  Well,  do 
something,   girls.    Don't  just   stand  there. 

Don't  look  now,  but  Cleland  ($K¥)  and  Davis  (AXQ) 
are  back.  She  took  him  home  with  her  for  Easter  vacation,  and 
for  a  few  anxious  days  while  we  missed  their  shining  faces. 
we  thought  they  were  never  coming  back. 

Just  a  few  miscellaneous  notes:  Norm  Carlson  (^EA) 
and  Joan  Taylor  ( KA0  I  and  doing  nicely.  Boh  Beisang 
(<l>rA)  is  still  No.  1  sucker  in  the  Fran  Sesler  (KKEi 
league.  Dud  Cutler,  Phi  Gam  casanova.  is  taking  the  lead 
in  the  race  for  Hertha  Hartung  ( AXQ  )  at  this  writing. 
Place  your  bets  now,  gentlemen,  for  the  Phi  Psi  candidate 
seems  to  be  lagging.    Or  is  it  wandering? 

The  Phi  Delt  Florida  boys  are  developing  a  new  station 
M  agon  set.  Ditto  the  Betas.  Bud  Henkel  (  B6  IT  I  and  Jinny 
Quade  (ESBl  are  still  together.  Art  Serfiling  (UKA) 
got  lost  at  Union  Station  \vhen  he  went  to  meet  Sarah 
Gunibart  (Willard).  A  brother  had  to  greet  Sally  and 
(Continued  on  page  36) 
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PURPLE       PARROT 


Wdl     we 
had    io  fju-t 
hitn  somt.' 
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Vacationing  this  summer? 


y 


OU'LL  NEED  PLAY  CLOTHES  for  your  summer-time 
frolics,  so  stock  up  on  casual  dresses,  knock-about  slacks,  and 
free-action  shorts  so  that  you  can  romp  around  to  your  heart's 
content.  If  you're  a  golf  enthusiast,  you'll  want  to  have  the 
original  "American  Golfer"  dress.  It  is  a  short-sleeved,  shirt- 
waist style  in  a  bright  cotton  stripe.  The  action  back  practically 
guarantees  your  shooting  well   below   par.     (Carson's.) 


4 


m 


YOU'LL  WIN  A  LOVE  MATCH  at  the  tennis  tournament  in  a 
patriotic  silk  jersey  play  suit  ensemble.  One  half  of  the  tailored 
blouse  is  red  and  the  other  half  white — the  shorts  and  shirt  are 
navy.     (Field's.) 

Have  several  slack  sets  that  will  withstand  hard  wear.  You'll 
jump  into  them  for  hiking,  boating,  bicycling,  or  just  loafing. 
A  sturdy  gabardine  outfit  with  plain  colored  slacks  and  a  bright 
print  shirt  will  carry  you  through  almost  any  activity,  (the  Hub.) 

The  perfect  dress  for  your  spectator  sports  comes  in  blue  and 
white  striped  pique  with  large  pouch  pockets  and  a  perky  ruffle 
edging  the  square  neckline.   (Milbuni's.) 

WORKING  THIS  SUMMER?  Be  practical  about  your  wardrobe. 
You'll  want  clothes  that  are  cool  and  comfortable  so  you  won't 
swelter  during  the  "dog  days"  while  you  are  busy  impressing 
your  family  that  you  can  be  self-supporting.  A  shantung  dress- 
maker suit  meets  the  requirements  for  a  busy  day  at  the  office, 
and  can  be  stretched  over  a  multitude  of  needs.  Just  wear  it  with 
difFerent  blouses  to  suit  your  changing  moods.  It  comes  in  a 
variety  of  colors  to  suit  every  taste.   (Carson's.) 

A  shirtwaist  print  dress  with  a  long-sleeved  cardigan  in  soft 
wool  satisfies  your  desire  for  an  ensemble  that  will  carry  you 
through  a  day  at  the  office  and  right  into  a  dinner  date  in  the 
evening.  You'll  find  it  in  a  number  of  color  combinations  at 
the  Hub. 

SOMEONE  WENT  WILD  OVER  COLOR  and  designed  a  striking 
rainbow-striped  dress  with  a  bias-cut  skirt  worked  from  a  flared 
back  to  a  gathered  fullness  at  the  front.  A  matching  hat  and 
bag  make  a  complete  ensemble  for  a  sultry  day  in  town. 
(Milburn's.) 

You,  too,  will  want  to  play  a  little  even  if  you  do  join  the 
five  o'clock  street-car  riders,  so  buy  a  gay  colored  cotton  formal, 
and  you'll  be  all  set  for  gala  evenings  to  brighten  your  daily  life. 
(Field's.) 
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Shed  a  pretty  tear! 

HELENA  RUBINSTEIN'S 
WATERPROOF  MASCARA 

is  not  affected  by 
moisture    Set  H^^ 


Keep  glamorous  even  when 
ycu  cry — or  when  it  rains 
with  this  wonderful  new 
waterproof  cream  mascara. 
And,  too,  it  makes  your 
lashes  look  long  and  thick. 
It's  easily  removed  with  the 
herbal  eye  oil.  Available  in  a 
set  with  small  herbal  eye  oil 
and  a  tiny  eyelash  comb. 
Black,  brown  or  blue. 

Fust  Flooi 
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Parroteer  Chuck  Walters 

For  the  sake  of  the  record,  Charles  R. 
Waters,  Jr..  Phi  Kappa  Sigma  and  L.  A. 
collegiate.  Transferring  to  Northwestern 
in  February,  1940.  he  made  his  first 
B.M.O.C.  move  as  leader  of  the  Dewev 
faction  in  the  Mock  Convention  last 
spring. 

He  originally  hailed  from  Huntington, 
West  Virginia.  Has  lived  in  most  of  the 
major  points  east  of  the  Mississippi.  He 
attended  eight  schools  in  the  last  fifteen 
years. 

Last  September  he  parked  himself  on 
the  Parrot  office  window-sill.  Boetcher 
asked  him  what  he  could  do.  He  replied. 
"Anything."  so  they  made  him  Manu- 
script Editor.  He  resigns  every  month 
"on  matters  of  policy"  .  .  .  but  as  it  is 
mostly  the  weather  (it  does  things  to  his 
glands  ) ,  he  works  on  rainy  days. 

After  practicing  law  or  working  as  a 
journalist,  his  ambition  is  to  teach.  It  is 
the  only  job  he  knows  of  that  allows 
three  months  vacation.  He  will  finish  his 
B.S.  in  three  years.  Figures  his  formal 
education  will  take  at  least  five  more 
years — or  the  rest  of  his  life. 

He  writes  poetry,  which  he  reads 
rather  well.  Is  trying  to  develop  a  style 
of  short  story,  dramatic  instance,  which 
will  bang  people  into  some  kind  of 
thought.  Claims  that  the  greatest  ^vriters 
have  been  the  boys  who  did  the  most 
living,  so  he  is  learning  to  live. 

Always  has  time  for  a  bull-session. 
Smokes  incessantly.  Drinks  .  .  .  cokes 
and  moose  milk.  Likes  roast  duck  and 
orange  sauce  with  dumplings  and  saur- 
kraut.  Can  cook  ham  in  sherry  wine, 
produce  a  good  spaghetti  sauce,  and  toss 
a  mean  salad. 

Spends  off  nights  listening  to  the  or- 
ganist at  El  Gaucho.  He  isn't  kidding 
when  he  asks  someone  up  to  see  his  etch- 
ings. He  owns  two  originals  and  his  own 
paintings  and  his  own  charcoal  land- 
scape sketches. 


A  Bird's  Eye  View 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

the  garments  of  a  certain  group  of  men 
he  offered:  "These  are  what  are  called, 
loosely  speaking,  tights." 


Spring,  one  might  say.  has  come.  This 
is  general  information.  One  can  tell  by 
convertible  tops,  and  light  colors,  and 
wistful  we-wish-we-were-on-a-picnic  sort 
of  looks.  But  the  Season,  with  all  its 
lyric,  and  lethargy,  and  lighter  fancies 
in  general  seems  to  have  left  certain 
struggling  artistes  on  the  Studio  Theatre 
cold.  Right  here  in  the  midst  of  the  mat- 
ing season  it  took  three  or  four  tries  and 
a  lot  of  strenuous  coaching  to  convince 
the  unresponsive  thespian  who  was  tak- 
ing the  part  of  Rip  Van  Winkle,  that  the 
thing  to  do  on  meeting  your  wife  after 
a  twenty  year  absence  is  to  at  least  kiss 
her. 

But  then  again  when  we  think  of  some 
of  our  rowdier  friends,  his  attitude  was 
refreshing. 
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In  accordance  with  our  policy  of 
printing  anything  we  can't  understand, 
especially  the  editor's  private  mail,  we 
submit  the  following,  which  we  found 
in  our  mailbox  this  morning.  At  least, 
this  is  the  ^vay  Ave  interpreted  the  scrawl : 
Editor  Purple  Parrot:  4  12  41 

Fun  ahead! 

Razz  Sol  Kalena  about  his  poem  -pp68 
Saints  Mail  Bag  -  Ev.  Review.  He  says 
Traffic's  in  his  hair.  Perhaps  you  can 
help  get  his  bunnies:  flights  of  fancy: 
and  hangover  under  control. 

A  suggested  chorous  to  tune  "I'll  see 
vou  in  My  Dreams  ": 

Oh — o — oh   I  wail  I 

The  traffic  in  SoFs  hair 

Oh — o — ohh   (  moan  I 

The  traffic  in  Sol's  hair! 

We  should  care  about  the  fountain 
square 

When   it's  so-ser-yons-in-sol'sg'air. 

( serious  I 

I  says 

Ref  Saunts  Mail  Bag.  pp  68  cont. 
Sol  K's  lament.  Ask  him  where  he  got 
"them  big  words"— 

If  any  reader  wishes  to  refer  to  the 
original  manuscript,  he  may  call  at  the 
Parrot  office.  Frankly,  we  just  don't 
understand  it. 

"This  letter  may  be  c.  e.  s.  or  maybe 
just  another  dash. 

PURPLE       PARROT 


Northwestern  Placement 
Bureau 

(Continued  jrom  page  lU) 

not  only  students  working  at  board  jobs 
and  N.  Y.  A.  (fairly  generally  recog- 
nized aids),  but  also  many  specialized 
jobs  such  as  musicians,  barbers,  lino- 
type operators,  and  other  positions  uti- 
lizing unique  talents. 

Summer  jobs,  mainly  those  of  sum- 
mer counselors  and  seasonal  workers 
again  fall  under  the  function  of  the  Bu- 
reau as  a  co-ordinator.  Just  as  in  its 
relations  with  large  corporations  look- 
ing for  prospects,  the  Placement  Service 
acts  as  a  clearing  houses  for  camps, 
summer  resorts,  and  other  seasonal  or- 
ganizations who  find  such  a  setup  a  con- 
venience in  obtaining  reliable  applicants 
with  the  least  difficulty. 

The  third  division  of  the  Service  is 
that  of  Alumni  Placement.  This  function 
is  closely  allied  with  the  placement  of 
graduating  seniors.  But  many  of  the 
day-to-day  jobs  that  are  available,  must 
be  filled  immediately.  When  a  concern 
needs  a  man  right  away.  Bob  Day  shifts 
from  his  Senior  file  to  his  alumni  file, 
makes  the  proper  connections,  and  some- 
where, some  shouts  Go  U.  Northwestern, 
and  they're  not  thinking  of  the  football 
team.  This  department  handles  also 
those  positions  requiring  technical  abil- 
ity and  experience  beyond  that  of  a 
graduating  senior. 

The  Placement  Bureau  does  not  han- 
dle all  types  of  placement.  Both  the 
Education  and  Music  Schools  and  Medill 
Journalism  School  have  separate  set-ups. 
The  Technological  School,  when  formal- 
ly organized,  will  have  a  complete  oc- 
cupational department  in  conjunction 
with  its  "Study  a  while.  Work  a  while" 
plan.  Then  too.  many  highly  specialized 
positions  are  referred  to  the  department 
concerned.  Chemical  technicians,  and 
those  working  in  particularized  fields  of 
any  type  are  more  easily  handled  within 
their  own  sphere.  The  bulk  of  the  non- 
teaching  jobs,  however,  are  cleared 
through  the  Placement  Bureau  at  Lunt. 

We  repeat,  you  can't  expect  to  walk, 
pedantic  and  raw,  into  Mr.  Day's  office; 
and  emerge  secure,  efficient,  and  em- 
ployed. The  job  you  get  remains,  now  as 
always,  dependent  upon  the  ability  you 
possess  and  the  wav  vou  convince  people 
that  you  have  that  ability.  Filling  out 
an  application  at  Lunt  is  not  a  one-way 
ticket  to  a  swivel  chair  and  a  fifty-cent 
cigar.  But  it  helps  boost  you  up  to  at 
least  to  touching  distance  of  the  first 
rung  of  the  ladder.  From  there  on.  you 
climb  for  vourself. 


Parroleer  Bobby  Shinn 


®, 


'RAWING  HER  PAST,  present,  and 
future  —  blonde,  husky-voiced  Bobby 
Shinn.  Pi  Phi  sophomore  and  art  major, 
was  born  on  Valentine's  Day  in  Indian- 
apolis. 

Several  years  later,  she  won  a  first- 
prize  scholarship  to  art  school,  but 
turned  it  down  to  come  to  Northwestern. 
"Not  enough  fun  there,"  said  Bobby. 
Loves  a  good  time,  champagne  and  beer. 

Worked  two  summers  in  a  commercial 
art  studio  in  Chicago,  both  as  apprentice 
and  model.  Last  year  was  on  College 
board  of  Harpers  Bazaar,  this  year  on 
Mademoiselle's.  Spends  summers  on  col- 
lege bureau  at  Marshall  Field's. 

Won  a  Harpers  Bazaar  contest  with 
original  design  of  the  popular  striped 
blouse-shirt  with  white  collars  and  cuffs. 
Now  has  job  with  blouse  designing  com- 
pany. Also  job  with  sorority  as  rushing 
chairman. 

Keeps  file  of  illustrations  clipped  from 
magazines.  Likes  peanuts  and  cokes, 
among  other  things.  Specializes  in 
sports  clothes,  pastel  colors,  and  has  a 
positive  weakness  for  buying  hats  and 
gloves. 

As  for  a  future  beyond  the  artistic 
side  of  it —  "A  farm,"  sighs  Bobby, 
"blue  jeans,  straw  hat.  and  bare  feet!" 
Not  too  far  from  Chicago,  though.  She 
likes  civilization. 

Most  fun  she  ever  had  was  torch- 
singing  in  last  year's  Waa  Mu  show. 
Remember  Here's  Your  Party  in  white 
satin  ? 

Has  been  w  ith  the  Parrot  two  vears. 
Now  art  editor  of  the  magazine.  Illus- 
trates with  fine-line  drawings  both  fash- 
ion and  editorial  copy. 


^Stevens  =11 

STATE  STREET  CHICAGO 

Downstairs  at  Stevens 


/o^l 


M' 


.95 


h^I' 


Knock-About" 


crisp    seersucker    casual 


.  .  .  with  trim  hnes  that  will  be 
the  despair  of  your  sorority  sis- 
ters .  .  .  bring  you  compliments 
even  from  the  cynics  who 
gather  at  the  "Rock!"  Tailored 
as  carefully  as  your  pet  jacket, 
with  action  pleats,  convertible 
collar,  short  buttoned  sleeves. 
Grey,  Brown,  Red  or  Blue.  12 
to  20.  It's  tops  for  good  looks 
and  downright  usefulness  .  .  . 
so  modestly  priced  too!    •■>.»,5 

Downstairs  Sport  Shop 

Chas.  A.  Stevens  &  Co. 


MAY 


19  4   1 
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In  dresses  of  silk  jersey,  shan- 
tung, cotton,  linen,  pique,  printed 
chintz ; 

Spectator  sports  with  bright,  col- 
orful jackets  of  boucle  biit; 

In  tailored  suits  of  silk  shantung. 
Artekkoul  and  crashette; 

Twin  printed  chiffon  costumes; 
In  slacks  and  play  suits. 

Priced  from  $7.95 


dore  modes 


713  Church   St. 
Evanston 


Mine  is  My  Heart  Alone 

By  TONY  GROVERMAN 


"Why,"  she  asked  limpidly,  "do  you 
object  to  my  opening  my  eyes  when 
you  kiss  me?" 

I  held  her  for  a  tender  moment  be- 
fore yawning. 

"The  pores  of  my  nose  were  not  de- 
signed for  loving  inspection  from  a  dis- 
tance so  short,"  I  replied,  with  a  shade 
too  little  emotion. 

From  then  on  always  did  her  long 
dark  lashes  sweep  across  her  dusty 
cheeks.  She  was  too  perfect,  too  ready 
to  comply  with  my  every  wish.  So  I 
left  her.  Stern  expediency  grasped  a 
throbbing  heart  and  wrenched  it  dry 
of  love  and  life.  I  brooded  for  hours  be- 
fore I  met  Clotilde. 

She  swept  into  my  ken  in  a  clinging 
gown  of  green,  her  emerald  eyes  pierc- 
ingly touched  with  the  gist  of  joy. 

"To  match  my  favorite  drink."  she 
said  simply  and  charmingly,  indicating 
with  a  languid  glide  of  her  hands  the 
silken  folds  swirling  in  a  mist  around 
that  matchless  form. 

I  ordered  creme  de  menthe,  and  told 
myself  that  this  was  surely  love. 

"Before  dinner?"  screamed  the  wait- 
er, a  man  of  the  old,  old  school. 

"Out  of  compliment  to  madame's 
gown,"  I  murmured,  and  she  wept  a 
little  for  my  heroism.  Of  such  is  the 
Kingdom  of  Heaven. 

Clotilde   and   I   trod  the   bright   way. 


The  flame  rode  high  on  our  laughter. 
Cryptically  we  traced  the  moonbeams  on 
a  shore  strewn  with  lesser  bracken,  and 
softly  we  heard  the  symphony  of  muted 
protest.  This  was  for  us  a  smile  for 
others'  tears,  a  sob  for  others'  happiness. 

Days  ebbed  by,  then  months,  and 
nearly  years.  Together  we  fought  the 
pettiness,  the  little  boredoms  of  those 
around  us.  Always  the  deft,  light  touch 
of  spring  was  in  us.  How  could  we  fail 
with  such  a  oneness? 

She  drew  the  blinds,  brushed  back 
her  hair  with  a  gesture  of  infinite  grace, 
and  lit  the  candles.  She  sighed  as  I 
handed  her  a  tiny  glass  of  purest  crystal, 
sparkling  with  its  drops  of  drambuie. 
And  when  she  sighed  again.  I  knew. 

"There  are  ashes  on  the  carpet,"  she 
breathed. 

"And  both  your  cheeks  are  wet." 

"Empty  goblets  on  the  table,  and," 
she  went  on.  in  a  low.  throaty  whisper, 
"empty  words  we  speak  tell  \vhat  I  can- 
not say.  .  .  ." 

"Goodbye?"  I  suggested  fearfully. 

Only  the  tremor  of  her  throat  gave  an 
indication  of  what  she  meant.  I  buried 
my  face  in  lifeless  hands.  Once  more  I 
knew  agony,  alone. 

Clotilde  gone,  my  life  has  changed. 
Now  I  neck  anything,  but  like  hell.  No 
discrimination,  just  all  in  fun.  and  Jeez, 
is  it! 
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J4ave    UJou 
C^ver  oLoohea 


Open  Letter  to  Giedt,  Pfister,  Snell, 

and  the  Navy 


Xc 


OOK  IN  THE  MIRROR.  Have  you 
ever  noticed  how  your  nose  curves  down 
the  middle?  How  it  slants  off  to  one 
side  of  your  face? 

Look  again.  One  eyebrow  is  distinct- 
ly higher  and  longer  than  the  other. 
Odd.  isn't  it?  Faces  are  supposed  to  be 
made  on  the  axial  balance  principle, 
aren't  they? 

Closer,  now.  See  how  the  left  eye  is 
slightly  cross-eyed?  Barely  noticeable 
to  the  casual  observer,  but  nevertheless 
cross-eyed.  And  the  hollows  in  your 
cheeks — are  they  just  so  far  from  the 
cheek-bone,  so  close  to  the  ear,  so  deep, 
so  wide,  so  curved?  No.  They  are  not. 
They  are  too  low,  too  flat,  too  wide,  or 
too  long. 

Examine  your  mouth.  Are  the  lips 
formed  according  to  Greek  standards? 
Are  they  soft,   full,   sensuous?     Would 


you  like  to  kiss  them?    Please  judge  ob- 
jectively. 

Look  closely  at  your  chin,  your  throat, 
your  ears,  your  hairline,  your  hair.  My 
God,  have  you  ever  realized  before  what 
your  face  is? 

No.  Neither  did  I.  That  is.  not  until 
you  put  me  in  one  of  your  damn  beauty 
contests!  You.  Have  you  ever  realized, 
suddenly,  that  this  thing  you  have  been 
carting  around  for  the  world  to  stare  at. 
this  thing  you  call  a  face  is  being  torn 
apart  eyebrow  from  eyebrow,  malicious- 
ly measured  with  rulers,  severely  scru- 
tinized with  microscopes,  coldly  com- 
pared with  the  current  movie  queen, 
brutally   bandied   from   hand   to   hand! 

Take  another  look  at  your  physiog- 
raphy. And  join  with  me  in  cursing 
genes,  chromosomes,  and  every  super- 
ficial, seditious,  savage,  satanic,  spe- 
cious, sardonic,  satiric,  scurrilous  beauty 
contest. 

Yours, 


BRAS  FROM  GAR-TAY 

Miracle-workers  for  under  new 
Spring  sweaters  and  blouses!  Light 
and  fresh  as  a  daisy— three  styles  to 
make    a    new    you    whether    vou're 


A.  Sarazin's  B.  Allegro, 
smooth  net  and  Maiden  Form's 
rayon  satin  diaphragm  con- 
divided    uplift       trolled,  fagotted 

$1.50       batiste   6ra..$l 

C.  Net  and  batiste  bra  custom  styled 
by  Madame  Adrienne,  famous  for 
rccontouring  the    biistline $3 


GnR-ln 


THE  LITTLE  SHOP  WITH  CHARM 
1630  Orrington  Ave.       •       Evanston 


6lli  e^ 


"My  wife  ran  off  with  the  butler." 

"What  a  shame  that  is!" 

"I'm  satisfied.  Furthermore,  my 
house  burnt  down  and  I  haven't  any 
insurance." 

"Too  bad!" 

"I'm  satisfied;  and  to  cap  everything 
off,  business  is  so  bad  I'm  going  bank- 
rupt, but  in  spite  of  everything,  I'm  sat- 
isfied." 

"How  is  that  possible  with  all  your 
misfortunes?" 

"I  smoke  Chesterfields." 


MAY 


19  4  1 
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HIS  MOTHER-IN-LAW 
WAS  PLENTY  SORE- 

but  he's  out  cf  the  i/og  house  now. 


"WHERE  YA  COIN'  with  nii 
pipe?"  wailed  Henry.  "To  tli( 
incinerator  —  where  all  smell) 
things  belong,"  snapped 
mother  in  law.  "That  tobacco  of 
yours  is  impossible." 


How  to  Get  a  Job  .... 

(Continued  from  page  11) 


ONE  WEEK  LATER.  Now  Ilciin  'b 
m  tlo\cr.  Even  his  mother  in-law 
light  since  he 
switched  to  Sir  Walter  Raleigh. 
Try  this 
home  life.   Fifty  pipe  loads,  15i. 


I'ai  roteer  Karl  Irvin 

C/  ROM  WORKING  ON  odd  jobs  .  .  . 
hamburger  man  at  McConnelFs  to  chauf- 
feur for  a  north  shore  matron  .  .  .  Karl 
In  in  has  now  settled  down  to  serious 
uoik  on  the  PARROT  business  staff  and 
plans  for  an  investment  banking  future. 

A  sophomore.  Karl  has  already  found 
Morthwestern  coeds  too  intentionally 
aloof,  so  has  reverted  to  tennis  and 
collecting  orchestra  leaders'  pictures 
instead. 

He  is  no  stranger  to  tennis,  being  an 
umpire  in  the  National  Lawn  Tennis 
Association.  Numbers  among  his  ac- 
quaintances Bobby  Riggs  and  Don  Mc- 
Neil. His  biggest  thrill  was  taking  Alice 
Marble  to  dinner. 

Karl  has  lived  all  the  way  from 
Pennsylvania  to  Chicago.  Spent  a  week, 
supposedly,  at  the  World's  Fair  last  year 
but  actually  spent  one  day  at  the  Fair 
and  the  rest  between  Washington  and 
Boston.  He  expects  to  honeymoon  in 
Hawaii. 

His  complete  skepticism  may  be  his 
reason  for  not  having  hung  his  pin  so 
far — but  a  girl  like  the  blonde,  brown- 
eyed  sister  that  he  adores. 

Karl  directed  a  dance  band  in  high 
school,  and  last  summer  served  as  rush- 
ing chairman  for  Pi  Kappa  Alpha  fra- 
ternity. Special  talents  include  cooking, 
a  slight  drawl  picked  up  in  Savannah, 
Georgia,  and  a  secret  ambition — to  fly 
to  the  moon.  "Not  so  improbable,"  says 
he,  "I've  looked  into  it." 

Penthouses  and  yachts,  and  people 
with  them  interest  Karl.  And  he  should 
have  them  too,  since  with  available  cash 
tied  up  in  the  stock  market,  he  expects 
to  be  a  millionaire  some  day. 


matter   \vhat   vou    are. 


white  collar 
(no  cracks.) 

3.  It  is  also  well  if  you  know  how  to 
write  and  can  fill  in  sentences  like  "I 
know  the  man  of  ( who-whom  I  you 
speak." 

4.  And  last  but  not  least  .  .  .  you  must 
Put  Yourself  Across.  Show  the  firm 
what  You  Have  to  Oiler.  Impress  them 
with  your  Ideas  Initiative,  and  Independ- 
ence. Also  it  is  better  if  you  speak  Eng- 
lish and  are  over  three  feet  tall.  (Lnless 
of  course  you  are  applying  to  be  a 
midget  of  some  sort.  In  this  case  it  is 
well  to  be  quite  short. ) 

Now  that  you  have  had  a  successful 
interview  and  left  the  office  staff  buzzing 
with  "There's  a  lad  who  will  really  Get 
Somewhere!"  we  can  go  on  to  the  vital 
and  much  discussed  technique : 


THE  FOLLOWUP 

1.  This  might  be  somehing  like  jump- 
ing on  a  running  board  and  screaming, 
"Follow  That  Car!"  As  we  remember, 
this  usually  ends  up  in  getting  a  sub- 
stantial reward  and  being  promoted  to 
lieutenant. 

2.  Or  again  it  might  mean  just  plain 
old  following  ...  up  ...  I  guess. 

3.  As  a  matter  of  fact  we  don"t  know 
what  it  means. 

But  as  we  said  before,  the  simplest 
thing  to  do  is  to  consult  a  national 
periodical.  All  of  which  makes  this  ar- 
ticle seem 

Doesn't 


little  pointless. 


Dont  These  Flowers  Fill 
You    With   the  Most 
Exciting  Notions? 
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erne 


(JLa    Uie  de  d^om 

OR 

ITS  AlV  HDIVEST  LIVIIVG? 


ART  IS  BEALTY.  and  beauty  is 
-^*-  truth,  or  whatever  Keats  said  it  was. 
As  the  case  may  be,  we  feel  that  now 
is  the  time  for  this  campus  to  let  down 
its  collective  hair  and  expose  its  inner- 
selves. 

We  are  not  referring  to  those  pretty 
things  that  hang  in  the  hall  between 
the  Parrot  ofiice  and  the  Alumni 
Lounge,  nor  are  we  thinking  of  the 
soul  stirring  stuff  that  we  so  avidly 
devour  in  the  Daily's  "Campus  in 
Print",  and  much  less  are  we  conscious 
of  the  energetic  tone  that  issues  from 
Cahn  auditorium  on  occasion.  No, 
definitely  no.  We  are  concerned  only 
with  that  heavenly  distortion  that  is 
the  product  of  Mr.  Average  Mind  on 
campus  that  never  had  a  chance.  So  we 
would  like  each  and  every  individual  on 
this  green  campus  to  have  an  "Art  for 
Lninhibition  Week".  That  would  be  so 
nice. 

Everyone  would  obey  the  slightest 
urge  to  create.  For  example,  if  a  cer- 
tain character  felt  strongly  impelled  to 
turn  the  "Rock"  into  one  large  statue 
of  Orrington  Lunt — he  would.  Deter- 
mined, he  would  whip  out  of  his  class 
in  U.  H.  (University  Hall),  cry  loudly 
and  firmly  for  Building  and  Grounds, 
and  carrv  on  in  a  creative  frenzy  with 
the  materials  supplied  by  this  group. 

Another  soul  might  suddenly  feel  the 
necessity  of  writing  a  sonnet  on  three 
nightingales.  Thus  moved  to  the  point 
of  leaving  his  term  paper  on  Marketing, 
he  would  immediately  head  South  to 
hear  the  little  songsters.  He'd  miss  a 
lot  of  college,  and  oodles  of  cokes  in 
the  grill,  but  he'd  be  happier — wouldn't 
he??? 

In  addition  to  this,  there  might  be 
some  voung  thing  simply  going  berserk 


in  a  Chemistry  class.  All  tied  up  in 
knots,  she  might  scale  the  wall  to  the 
top  of  the  tower  in  the  Education  Build- 
ing and  there  sing  "Go  U  North- 
western." She  would  be  generous  about 
the  whole  thing  and  let  everyone  share 
all  from  low  A  to  high  C.    Quite. 

Beauty  and  life  are  just  too  fine  to 
simply  throw  away  in  continuous  mo- 
ments of  not  obeying  impulses.  We 
again  insist  that  this  college  needs  more 
of  the  art  of  the  uninhibited  variety. 
Life  would  be  so  full,  if  all  of  us  would 
paint  pictures  as  we  listened  to  a  lecture 
on  calculus,  we  might  even  paint  cal- 
culus— in   chartreuse — or   cubes. 

Because  ^^e  have  a  campus  with  a 
meadow  there  ought  to  be  more  inter- 
pretive dancing  on  it.  We're  sure  that  it 
would  be  helpful  to  everyone,  especial- 
1\  the  Tribune  when  it  ran  out  of  wars 
and  nude  babies  in  the  rotogravure. 
The  May  Queen  might  look  more  ex- 
pressive leaping  out  of  the  library  like 
a  living  thing,  followed  by  other  faun- 
like females  and  things.  Sororities  and 
Fraternities  ought  to  encourage  their 
members  in  singing  their  songs  in  the 
"Sing"  with  gestures.  Many  gestures. 
The  S.A.E.'s  would  look  so  much  more 
articulate  if.  when  they  sang,  they  would 
pet  a  lion  and  pluck  violets.  The  Sigma 
Nu's  might  make  a  quaint  formation 
of  white  roses  and  stars.  All  so  verv 
creative.  We  might  even  encourage  the 
Alpha  Chis  to  play  lyres,  if  it  weren't 
for  the  musician's  union.  Local 
20534  A. 

See?    We  all  can  have  an  excuse  for 

being.     So    we    say    "Give,"    each    and 

every  one.    There  is  so  much  color  in 

life,  let  it   not  be   dull.   Hmmmnnnnn? 

— Deedee  and  Mardel. 
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The  Fifth  Column 

(Continued  from  page  24) 
rescue  Art.     Jean   Bundy    (AD    will 
marry  Sam  Boggs  in  June. 

Mary  Jane  Orr  (ttB^I  brought 
back  a  red  Buick  Convertible  after  the 
holidays  and  Frank  Jones  was  in  such 
seventh  heaven  over  the  whole  idea  that 
he  babbled  an  average  of  twenty-four 
hours  a  day  about  it. 

B.  J.  Schumann  (AXQ)  had  two 
pins  and  now  she  has  none.  .  .  . 

Bill  Peters  ( AA<1)  I  took  his  pin  off  of 
Mercy  Ann  Miller.  If  you  don't  know 
Bill,  you  ought  to  look  him  up.  girls. 
Really  a  sweet  joe. 

Anne  Caldwell  (AXQ),  the  Wis- 
consin Woman  who  transferred  here 
this  year,  finally  decided  on  Hal  Chris- 
topher ($rA),  and  everybody's  happy. 

Phyllis  (more  commonly  known  as 
"Widow"!  Murphy  (AXQ)  is  trying 
to  get  along  these  days  with  the  one 
and  only  far  away.  Bonnie  Weber 
(AXQ)   is  just  trying  to  get  along. 

Wally  Giedt  ((JK^I'lis  travelling  a 
rough  road  lately.  He  didn't  get  a  date 
to  Shi-Ai  despite  his  Daily  advertising, 
and  then  J.  Ward,  the  typical  room- 
mate, began  to  cut  in  on  Wally  in  the 
Georgia  Bayless  club. 

When  last  heard  of.  Sheila  Maroney 
(AAA  I  was  losing  interest  in  Bob 
Rathburn. 

Phi  Psis  Joe  Barton  and  Ralph 
Miller  seem  over  the  cliff  for  Pat 
Keller  (r<l>B  I  . 

Allan  Knights  is,  at  time  of  writing, 
still  squiring  Nancy  O'Farrel. 

And  two  cryptic  little  notes  to  end 
on :  Happy  Hart  is  in  the  army  at 
Tullahoma,  Tenn.;  and  a  little  blonde 
rushed  up  the  other  day  and  told  us 
that  Lou   Shaw    (SXl    was   inhibited. 
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T  LIKE  NORTHWESTERN  IN  1941  because  despite  war 
and  taxes  it's  still  as  beautifully  inconsistent  as  it  ever 
was.  ...  I  like  it  because  it's  one  of  the  few  places  where  a 
gilded  debutante  vies  for  the  favor  of  a  table-waiting  hero 
while  her  successful  rival  is  typing  her  way  through  school. 
...  I  like  Northwestern  because  we  are  beginning  to  realize 
that  our  generation  makes  a  good  deal  of  sense — enough 
sense  to  take  the  Long  Point  of  View,  to  know  what  Ave  want 
out  of  life — to  work  honestly  and  hard  to  get  it.  And  "it" 
isn't  the  alcoholic  nirvana  of  the  bitter,  shellshocked  era.  in 
spite  of  which  we  can  still  love  concerts,  the  theatre  and  the 
Sunday  comics  .  .  .  and  take  a  real  interest  in  what  is  going 
on  today.  ...  I  like  Northwestern  because  we  are  getting  so- 
cial conscience.  Not  many  of  us  take  it  for  granted  any  more 
that  il"s  inevitable  for  some  people  to  be  hungry  all  of  their 
lives.  We  know  that  the  strong  must  help  the  weak  if 
democracy  is  to  survive.  ...  I  like  Northwestern  because  it's 
the  only  place  I  know  of  where  there  are  so  many  beauty 
queens  ...  so  many  dukes  and  duchesses  and  so  many 
bats!  .  .  .  who  are  officially  recognized.  I  like  the  Scott 
Hall  teas  where  the  students  can  discover  for  themselves 
that  the  profs  are  really  humans  after  all.  .  .  .  AND  the 
profs  can  discover  that  the  students  have  something  besides 
the  philosophy  of  hedonism  cookin'  in  the  upper  story.  .  .  . 
I  like  it  because  we  can  put  on  a  show  that  Cecil  Smith  can 
call  one  of  the  best  musicals  he  has  seen  .  .  .  and  because 
you  can  pick  up  a  national  magazine  and  on  its  pages 
among  opinions  of  world  famous  men,  find  that  of  the 
editor  of  our  magazine.  ...  I  like  Northwestern  because 
we  all  of  us  get  a  kick  out  of  everything  we  do.  Whether 
it's  collecting  jazz  records,  palavering  politics,  or  having  a 
coke  at  the  grill.  And  we  don't  do  things  by  halves — we  go 
all  the  way.  I  like  the  mad  rush — to  get  to  classes  or  the 
coke  date  on  time — and  still  get  in  the  extra  activities  that 
will  rate  you  BMOC.  I  like  Northwestern  because  of  the 
joints  we  frequent  ...  we  like  the  Pump  Room  and  the 
Camelia  House,  but  much  prefer  Ma's  and  Ben's  ...  we  have 
fun  because  of  the  people  we  are  with  .  .  .  and  I  like  the 
people  because  we  are  so  artificially  superficial  and  still 
can  bandy  words  with  the  experts  on  subjects  that  reach 
down  deep.  ...  I  like  Northwestern  because  we  are  not 
wasting  a  minute  of  this  life.  I  like  it  best  of  all  because 
we  know  how  to  live  and  if  there  ain't  no  'apiness  in  the 
world,  we  can  he  'appy  without  hit! 

Joan  White. 
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GOING    WEST 
YOUNG    MAN 


DROP  IN  AT  THE 
SMART  NEW 


PEE  WEE  JOHNSON 


HIS  ORCHESTRA 

Come  and  Enjoy 

An  Inexpensive 

Good  Time 


Saturday 
Nights 


Sunday 


DEMPSTER  AND  WAUKECAN   RDS. 


THE  MOHNINC  AFTEH 


CPRING  IS  HERE 
and  finals  aren't 
.  .  .  yet.  The  nights 
are  soft  and  the  atmos- 
phere of  the  quads, 
while  nice  in  a  claus- 
traphobic  sort  of  a 
way.  gets  just  a  bit  too 
...  at  times.  And  so 
my  friends,  pack  your 
baskets  full  of  goodies 
and  gambol  in  the 
woods  during  the  day; 
and  then  when  night 
comes,  hit  the  trail  to 
places  where  there  are  people,  and  gaity, 
and  laughter,  and  love.  (Not  to  mention 
bands,  pretzels  and  Other  Stuff.  I 

Take  for  instance  gaiety.  Try  the 
Pickwick  Club  at  Touhy  and  Mc  Cor- 
mick.  Dance  for  a  while,  laugh  for  a 
while,  or  sing  for  a  while.  Yes  sing. 
In   case   you    are   one   of   those   with    a 
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THREE  BITS  DF  RHYTHM 

Now  ill  Their  IStli  Week 


OPENING    MAY    1 

JDY    PAGE 

Popular  Singing  Pianist 


The  New 

ClUB    SILHOUETTE 


No  Cover 
No  Minimum 


COCKTAIL  HOUR  2-7 


1555  Howard  Street 


Perfect  Monotone  .  .  . 
relax.  You  don't  have 
to  carry  a  quavering 
tune  all  by  yourself. 
There  are  three  very 
charming  men, 
equipped  with  guitars 
and  lyrics,  who  will 
carry  on  with  you. 
performing  the  same 
function  as  a  loud 
shower.  You'll  sound 
like  Nelson  Eddy  and 
have  a  wonderful  time 
besides.  To  build  up 
your  vocal  ego  and  have  a  gay  gay 
evening,    try    the    Pick    Wick    Club. 

Or  if  She's  somehow  new.  and  you 
don't  want  a  happy  crowd  leaning 
over  your  shoulder  and  borrowing  her 
for  extended  dances,  we  know  the  very 
spot  you  want.  It's  something  we've 
been  looking  for  for  a  long  time.  A 
place  to  talk  of  philosophies  of  Life 
and  What's  it  all  About.  It's  called  the 
Wayside  Inn,  and  its  just  that.  You'll 
find  it  one-fourth  mile  north  of  Glen- 
coe  on  42A.  It"s  the  homey  type  and. 
if  it  interests  you,  will  start  you  think- 
ing of  your  own  little  spot  with  shut- 
ters and  apple  blossoms  and  all.  It"s 
run  by  a  nice  roly-poly  little  man  ivho 
used  to  live  on  the  border  between 
Belgium  and  Holland  and  who  knows 
a  lot  of  odd  little  things  about  the  Old 
Country  which  will  add  local  color  to 
your  war  discussions.  Not  only  in 
words  either,  for  he  has  an  imported 
beer  called  Phoenix-Holland  that  is  oh 
so  very  mello\v  and  all  sorts  of  really 
fine  imported  cheeses.  For  that  fire- 
place-candlelight-intimate-we- were-made- 
for-each-other  sort  of  evening,  try  the 
Wayside   Inn. 

Then  there  are  moments.  Moments 
when  you  have  been  dashing  to  .Spring 
Formals  or  getting  a  pre-exam  glimpse 
of  the  Loop  Cinemas  in  the  Loop.  Then 
is  the  perfect  time  to  drop  in  at  Sally's 
on  Skokie  just  north  of  Emerson,  and 
get  a  Avaffle.  Or  what  ever  else  you 
want.  Modern  and  sophisticated  and  in 
the  dashing  aren"t-we-having-fun  mood 
.  .  .  it's  a  perfect  finish.  And  by  the  way 
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for  an  entire  evening  on  very  com- 
fortable leather  seats  that  bounce,  you 
can't  go  wrong  either. 

Or  Wagtails,  on  Loyola  Ave.,  just  ask 
our  printer  the  venerable  Mr.  Paul,  "we 
call  him  God,"  Forkert!  "Waffles,"  he 
said,  and  beamed  blissfully.  Enough 
said.  Hit  Wagtails  for  some  really  de- 
lectable cuisine! 

And  for  a  new  place,  collegiate, 
clubby,  and  besides  fun.  slip  out  to  the 
Campus.  Pee-Wee  Johnson  swings. 
people  scintillate,  and  the  whole  eve- 
ning is  like  what  makes  people  sigh  and 
say  "Ah  College!"  Don't  forget  the 
Campus. 


This  is  the  last  magazine  of  the  year. 
We  say  this  with  a  tear  in  our  eye  and 
printer's  ink  on  our  nose.  This  is  the 
end  of  the  semester,  almost,  and  we  want 
just  once  more  to  write  those  time 
honored  words.  Schramms  .  .  .  and  The 
Little  Club.  There's  no  use  going  into 
the  subject.  Everyone  knows  about 
spring  afternoons.    Everybody  knows. 

Back  up  there  we  talked  about  spring 
afternoons.  That's  been  preying  on 
what  we  like  to  call  our  mind.  We 
think  of  it  and  the  sunshine  gets  bright- 
er and  the  lake  gets  bluer  and  the  girls 
get  prettier.  People  get  sunburned. 
Not  Isy  going  to  Florida.  Not  from  a 
sunlamp.  But  honestly  sunburned  from 
that  evasive  Evanston  Sun.  People  sit 
on  beaches.  Or  other  people.  Its  all  so 
light  pink  and  purple,  and  We.  personal- 
ly are  very  HAPPY. 

"The  dogs  in  Siberia  are  the  fastest 
dogs  in  the  world." 
"Why?" 

"The  trees  are  so  far  apart." 
— Duke  'n   Duchess 
— Boulder 
—The  Log 
— Wampus 
— Jester 

— Texas  Ranger 
—Old  Maid 
— Lampoon 
—Tiger 

— Covered  Wagon 
— Jack  o'  Lantern 
— Gargoyle 
— Green  Gander 
— Humbug 
— Voo  Doo 
and  at  last. 
— The  Purple  Parrot 


mW!    IVDWf     IVOW! 

JAN  GARBER 

"IDOL  OF  THE 
AIR  LANES" 

AND  HIS  ORCHESTRA 
with  the  ALL-STAR 


in  the  famous 

EMPIRE  ROOM 

of  the  PALMER  HOUSE 


Northwestern  Students! 


A    Friendly    Nighfeap    or   Two  ,  .  .  A    Tasfy    Tidbif    of 
hbeU's  .  .  .  and  then  HOME  TO  PLEASANT  DREAMS! 

•  Sfre+ch  your  evening's  hilarity 
to  the  wee  morning  hours  .  ,  . 
get  life's  fullest  measure  of 
pleasure  out  of  each  day's  living. 
The  perfect  climax  to  any 
delightful  evening  is  a  stop-off 
at  Isbell's.  You'll  sleep  well,  and 
smile  contentedly  as  you  dream 
about  the  goodies  you've  just 
enjoyed. 
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Wilson's  Complete  1941 

GOLF  AND 
TENNIS  LINES 

Coif    Clubs,    Balls,    Bags,    Shoes    and 

Apparel.   Tennis  Rackets,  Balls,  Shoes, 

etc. 

Choose  from   Evanston's   largest 
and  most  complete  stocks. 

1726  Orringfon  Ave. 

(In  the  Orrington  Hotel  Bldg.) 
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4 4C FECIAL  FOR  PHIL!" 

The  other  five  people  at  the 
dinner  table  looked  toward  the  girl. 
.She  put  the  letter  in  her  lap. 

"Open  it,  dope.  Don't  stare  like  a 
moron ! " 

"It's  from  Tom.  I  can  tell  by  the 
look  on  her  face.'' 

"She's  being  shy.  Shyness  is  a  virtue 
in  this  modern  age."  The  philosopher 
buttered  a  roll. 

"What's  this  thing  called  privacy?" 
Phil  slit  the  envelope  with  her  thumb- 
nail. 

"Never  heard  of  it,"  a  girl  gestured 
with  her  fork.  "Once  you're  in  this 
place,  you're  sorority  property.  What's 
yours  is  mine.  Pass  the  catsup,  McGinn." 

"Must  be  a  good  letter.  She's  smiling. 
Does  he  still  love  you?" 

"He's  had  a  fifty-dollar  a  month 
raise,"  Phil  said. 

"Hurray  for  Baltimore!  Now  maybe 
you  can  marry  him  in  five  years." 

"Yeah,"  Phil  thought  of  the  dateless 
weekends.  Almost  a  perfect  score  for 
the  year,  her  senior  one  at  that. 

"Dust  off  the  little  old  fraternity  pin, 
Phil.  Maybe  it  will  soon  turn  into  a 
diamond."  Someone  started  singing 
"Congratulations  to  Phil"  and  the  rest 
of  the  dining  room  ate  it  up. 

Phil  folded  the  letter  and  put  it  in 
her  lap. 

"Aw.  read  us  the  rest  of  it.  Phil.'' 
from  a  red-haired  pledge. 

Phil  laid  her  napkin  on  the  table. 
"It's  none  of  your  business,  Watson. 
Excuse  me.  The  library  calls."  She  got 
up  and  went  out.  I  noticed  that  she 
ran  up  the  stairs,  stumbling  on  the  land- 
ing. 

Phil  seldom  went  to  the  library  at 
night.  I  was  not  surprised  when  I  did 
not  see  her  go  out.  I  knocked  at  her 
door  once,  but  it  was  locked  and  there 
ivas  no  answer. 

An  hour  later  I  tried  again.  This 
time,  the  door  was  unlocked.    I  opened 
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it.  The  room  was  dark.  Phil  was  lean- 
ing against  the  window  sill,  her  head 
against  the  glass.  The  light  from  the 
street  shone  in  on  her  face. 

"Feeling  poetic?"  I  said,  shutting  the 
door  behind  me.  "Or  just  down  on 
electricity." 

Phil  stared  out  the  window. 

"I  was  just  thinking  about  something 
silly.  See,"  she  said,  pointing,  "that 
tree  outside.  Someone  told  me  once 
that  when  everything  went  blooey,  you 
just  looked  at  a  tree  with  light  on  the 
branches,  stars  through  the  leaves,  and 
then  you  thought  of  moonlight  on  the 
water,  and  it  was  all  so  beautiful  that 
nothing  else  mattered."  Her  voice  broke. 
She  put  her  hands  over  her  face  and 
turned  her  back  to  me.  She  cried 
quietly,  her  shoulders  jerking. 

I  put  my  arm  around  her  and  did  not 
say  anything.  After  awhile,  she  spoke 
shakily. 

"That's  a  hell  of  a  way  to  think. 
isn"t  it,  when  the  whole  damn'  world 
cracks  under  you  like  so  much  dry 
mud." 

She  stopped  crying  and  lit  a  cigarette. 

"Three  more  nights  in  this  place  and 
I'll  go  nuts." 

I  looked  at  the  picture  of  Tom  on 
her  dresser. 

"He's  lucky."  I  said,  "with  a  raise 
like  that." 

"Yeah.  In  Baltimore."  She  kicked  a 
book  under  the  bed.  "I'd  love  him  on 
a  two-bit  salary  if  he  were  here  instead 
of  that  dump  on  the  other  side  of  the 
world." 

The  letter  lay  on  the  desk.  She 
picked  it  up  and  stared  at  it  silently. 
Her  face  looked  dull,  lifeless.  She 
dropped  the  letter  back  on  the  desk. 

"He's  drafted,"  she  said. 

"When?"  I  spoke  almost  under  my 
breath. 

"February." 

She  leaned  against  the  window 
again.  The  leading  on  the  pane  cast 
thin  dark  shadows  over  her  face,  making 
it  seem  pale  by  contrast. 

"I  was  going  to  quit  school  at  the 
semester,"  she  said,  "we  were  to  be 
married  in  April." 

— Portia  McClain. 
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NEW. ..a  CREAM  DEODORANT 

which  safely 

STOPS  »«d^-ann  PERSPIRATION 


1.  Does  not  harm  dresses,  does 
not  irritate  skin. 

2.  No  waiting  to  dry.  Can  be  used 
right  after  shaving. 

3.  Instantly  checks  perspiration 
1  to  3  days.  Removes  odor  from 
perspiration,  keeps  armpits  dry. 

4.  A  pure,  white,  greaseless,  stain- 
less vanishing  cream. 

5.  Arrid  has  been  awarded  the 
Approval  Seal  of  The  Ameri- 
can Institute  of  Laundering 
for  being  harmless  to  fabric. 
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RUSHING  CHAIRMEN, 

Wc  invite  you  to  make  our 
oitce  your  headquarters  for 
your  summer  rushing  work. 
It  will  pay  you  big  dividends 
.  .  .  enabling  you  to  spend 
your  time  making  personal 
contacts.         Since'i-eiy, 

HARPER  LETTER  SERVICE 

Complete  Mdiliug  Service 

524  DAVIS  STREET 

UNIversity  4244 


WE'LL  GIVE  YOU  THE  KINO  OF 

HAIRCUT 

You  Want 


MANICURE 

CLASSIC 

Earber    Shop 

OPPOSITE  VARSITY  THEATRE 


L/aald  . 
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THE  COFFEE  ROOM 

1740    SHERMAN    AVENUE 

"This  dress  is  rather  long  for  me. 
Do  you  have  anything  shorter?" 

"No,  Fm  sorry  I  don't."  replied  the 
saleswoman.  "May  I  suggest  that  you 
try  the  collar  department." 

Professor — "You  should  have  been 
here  at  nine  o'clock." 

Student — "Why,  what  happened?" 

"I've  stood  about  enough,'  said  the 
humorist  as  they  amputated  his  legs. 

The  despondent  old  gentleman 
emerged  from  his  club  and  climbed  stiffly 
into  his  luxurious  limousine. 

"Where  to,  sir?"  asked  the  chauffeur, 
respectfully. 

"Drive  off  a  cliff.  James.'  replied  the 
old  gentleman.  "I'm  committing  sui- 
cide." 

St.  John's  Analyst. 

The  birds  do  it. 

The  bees  do  it. 

The  little  bats  do  it. 

Mama,  can  I  take  fl\  ing  lessons  too? 


Pledge    (at    dinner   table  1 
eat  this  egg?" 

Brother:    "\er  damnright! 

Silence  .  .  . 

Pleds;e:    "The  beak,  too?" 


Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  travel- 
ing salesman  who  pulled  up  at  a  coun- 
try farmhouse  about  dusk.  The  farmer's 
daughter  came  out  to  see  what  he  wanted. 
"Any  brushes  today?"'  he  asked. 

"No.  thanks.'  she  replied,  "but  won't 
you  spend  the  night?  Father  isn't  here.  " 

"I've  got  more  work  to  do,"  he  an- 
swered, and  drove  off. 


"Well,  my  son.  what  did  you  learn  in 
Sunday  school  today?  ' 

"We   learned   all    about    a   cross-eyed 
bear.  " 

"About  a  what?" 
"Yes,  sir.  named  Gladly.    We  learned  a 
song  about  him:  all  about  "Gladly.  The 
Cross  I'd  Bear'." 
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March  23,  1934. 

Steward — "Shall  I  bring  your  lunch 
up.  sir?" 

Sea  Sick  Passenger — "Yes,  steward, 
bring  it  up  and  throw  it  overboard; 
saves  time  and  trouble." 


"Oh  Mrs.  Flaherty.  I  have  never  seen 
a  child  as  badly  spoiled  as  that  son  of 
yours." 

"Why,  Mrs.  Murphy.  I  don"t  believe 
you." 

"Oh.  yes  he  is,  too.  Just  come  out 
and  look  what  the  fire  engine  did  to 
him." 

Little  Sammy  had  spent  most  of  his 
life  across  the  tracks.  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Lucrich  had  adopted  him  and  put  him 
in  the  charge  of  a  highbrow  tutor. 

One  day  the  tutor  was  revealing  the 
mysteries  of  the  country  to  Sammy. 
Sammy  saw  a  farmer  pitching  hay. 

"Look  at  that  bow-legged  man  over 
there,"  he  burst  out. 

"Why  Sammy,  how  would  have  Lord 
Byron  said  that?"  by  way  of  reprimand. 

Sammy  thought.  Finally — "Why  he'd 
have  said  'what-ho,  what-ho,  what  man- 
ner of  men  are  these,  who  wear  their 
pants  on  parentheses?" 


Stranger:  Pardon  me.  is  this  the  City 
Gas  Works? 

Prof:  No.  this  is  the  University  Pub- 
lic Speaking  Department. 

Stranger:  Well,  I  didnl  miss  it  by 
much,  did  I?" 


"A  pretty  coed  who  faints  is  like  a 
good  intention — it  should  always  be 
carried  out." 


If  you  ask  a  man  for  the  date  of  his 
birth,  he  will  tell  you  only  the  year;  but 
if  you  ask  a  woman,  she  won't  tell  you 
any  more  than  the  day." 


"You  know,  the  other  night  at  the 
theatre  a  man  fell  out  of  the  balcony 
and  everybody  laughed  but  nie." 

"Why  didn't  you  laugh?" 

"I  was  the  man." 


I    rinterA  oj-  tlie 

1940-1941 

WISCONSIN  CUNEO  PRESS,  INC. 
4400  N.  Port  Washington  Road   Milwaukee,  Wis. 


A  SPECIAL  COURSE 
FOR  PIPE  SMOKERS 

IF  ALL  THE  COURSES  in  the  curriculum  are  planned 
with  an  eye  to  the  future,  why  is  there  not  a  course  on 
pipe  smoking?  For  the  solid  contentment  men  find  in 
their  pipes  is  one  of  life's  greatest  satisfactions. 
WE  BELIEVE  THAT  the  key  to  this  problem  is  in  the  blend 
you  smoke.  And  so  we  offer  you  a  generous  sample  of 
America's  Finest  Pipe  Tobacco.,  .enough  for  an  eight 
hour  course  in  smoking  pleasure. 

YOU'LL  FIND  EDGEWORTH  smooth,  cool,  and  aromatic 
.  .  .  specially  blended  to  a  young  man's  taste. 
NATURALLY,  TASTES  differ.  Yet  many  college  seniors  tell 
us  that  their  first  freshman  pipes  were  packed  with 
EDGEWORTH —  and  today,  four  years  later,  they  still 
ask  for  the  familiar  blue  tin. 


, -USE  THIS  VALUABLE  COUPON 

1      LARUS   &   BRO.   CO. 

1      203  So.  22nd  St..  Richmond,  Virginia 

CP.5     1 

1      Please  send  me.  at  your  expense,  a  generous   sample  of 
]      Ready-Rubbed -America's  Finest  Pipe  Tobacco. 

IDGEWORTH     i 

1      ,,,  J  „  p 

1                                        (Please  print  your  name  and  address  clearly) 

!                                                                                                                                                  J 

MAY 
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Page      43 


Ike  £ad  Wo^ 

ON  THE   EFFECT   OF   THE   DRAFT 

LEN  TREVIRANUS,  41!  The  draft  is  Uke  a  cease  and  desist  order  for  the  further  study  of  law,  entry 
into  the  business  world,  and  getting  married;  it  may  mean  the  killing  of  study  ambitions.  If  the  drafting 
of  young  college  men  is  the  thing  which  leads  to  the  saving  of  our  democracy,  with  all  its  implications, 
then  it  is  a  good  thing.  But  I  don't  know.  Hereafter,  one  year  of  military  training  should  be  adminis- 
tered immediately  after  high  school  graduation,  then  $21  a  month  might  look  bigger. 


JACK  ROPER,  '41: 


I .  The  Selective  Service  Act  has  changed  the  outlook  of  most  college  seniors  toward 
the  immediate  future,  as  it  has  mine.  If  the  senior  can  pass  the  physical  examination  required  for  a 
commission  in  the  Army,  Navy,  or  Marine  Corps,  I  believe  he  should  apply  for  admittance  to  one  of  the 
training  schools,  or  the  aviation  units  rather  than  going  into  the  draft  as  a  private.  Not  only  will  he  bene- 
fit  personally   but   will   make   his    education   available  to  the  nation  where  it  will  do  the  most  good. 


JAItILw  nluiri  I  I Kt,  'tI.  The  draft,  along  with  the  recent  occurrences,  seems  to  indicate  that  this 
country  may  be  on  the  threshold  of  belligerency.  I  honestly  hope  that  this  surmise  is  incorrect.  Yet,  if  it 
comes  to  pass  that  we  should  choose  to  enter  the  conflict  or  should  we  have  that  course  chosen  for  us,  I 
believe  that  it  is  our  moral  obligation  to  strive  for  a  unity  of  purpose  and  see  to  the  finish  anything  we 
may  undertake. 


JACK  BLAKE.  '41: 


For  me  it  means  two  things:  first,  an  unpleasant  and  uncalled-for  interruption 
of  my  studies;  secondly,  a  request  to  participate  in  an  activity  of  which  I  thoroughly  disapprove.  I  am 
opposed  to  war  as  an  institution,  and  I  don't  believe  that  anyone  should  be  required  to  participate  in  it 
or  train  for  it  either  by  law  or  by  the  force  of  public  opinion.  I'm  particularly  displeased  with  the  pres- 
ent draft  law  because  I  feel  it  takes  people  from  their  normal  pursuits  at  a  time  in  life  when  most  of  them 
could  contribute  for  more  to  the  nation  or  to  humanity  by  continuing  the  work  for  which  they  have 
trained. 


UUN  WlNuAlt,  41:  I  believe  that  the  draft  in  principle  is  a  good  thing,  but  it  is  awkwardly  set 
up.  Under  the  present  operation  it  interrupts  a  young  fellow's  business  career  just  when  he  is  begin- 
ning to  go  places.  I  think  that  the  act  should  be  amended  so  as  to  take  boys  as  they  graduate  from  high 
school.    This  method   would  cause  the   least   inconvenience  to  everyone  concerned. 


IKliriU    riniVy     'H.        The  only  way  that  the  draft  affects  me  right  now  is  that  it  contributes  ev» 
to  an  ambiguous,  questionable,  and  uncertain  future. 


I  nAU    wNlLL,      tI.       Since  I  have  a  very  high  number  in  the  draft.  I  am  not  particularly  worried,  but 
I  do  feel  that  national  defense  is  important,  and  if  conscription  is  necessary,  I  will  be  glad  to  help. 


DUD  unLVLuUn,  tZ.  when  the  topic  of  the  draft  comes  up,  I  am  very  much  in  the  same  boat 
with  the  typical  college  student — well  aware  that  a  war  exists  into  which  eighteen-year-old  American  man- 
power may  soon  be  drawn,  and  yet,  in  the  shelter  of  the  thought  that  our  nation  may  avoid  involvement, 
I  am  not  apprehensive  over  my  personal  position.  There  is  too  much  college  optimism,  especially  among 
underclassmen,   concerning   the   consequences   of   total  war  for  the  United  States. 
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Important  Jewelers  are  now  showing  the 
"Most  Glorious  Sterling  Pattern  of  all 
time".  Grande  Baroque  introduces  the 
Spirit  of  Gaiety  to  American  table  settings. 


his  new  pattern  is  a  creation  of 
Wallace  Silversmiths,  makers  of  "America's  Finest  Sterling  Patterns". 
Brochures  free  on  request.  Wallace  Silversmiths,  Wallingford,  Connecticut. 


^^OU  SAVVY  t-M^TOftjMi 


QUICK, 


SOLDIER!' 


DAD  ought  to  know.  Look  at  the  wall  behind  him. 
Photo  of  Dad,  straight  and  proud  in  old-style  choker- 
collar  blouse,  Sam  Browne  belt,  and  second  "looie's"  gold 
bars.  And  his  decorations— the  Order  of  the  Purple  Heart, 
Victory  Medal,  Croix  de  Guerre  with  palm. 

"You  savvy  quick,  soldier."  he  says  to  his  son  as  that 
chip  off  the  old  block  in  the  new  uniform  proffers  Camels. 
"These  were  practically  'regulation'  cigarettes  with  the 
army  men  I  knew.  Lots  of  other  things  seem  to  have 
changed,  but  not  a  soldier's  'smokin's.'   ' 


Right!  Today,  and  for  more  than  20  years,  reports  from 
Army  Post  Exchanges  show  that  Camels  are  the  favorite. 
And  in  Navy  canteens,  too.  Camel  is  the  leader. 

Just  seems  that  Camels  click  with  more  people  than  any 
other  cigarette  —  whether  they're  wearing  O.D.,  blues,  or 
civvies.  You'll  savvy,  too  — and  quick  — with  your  first 
puff  of  a  slower-burning  Camel  with  its  extra  mildness, 
extra  coolness,  and  extra  flavor,  why  it's  the  "front-line  " 
cigarette  —  past,  present,  and  future ! 


THE  SMOKE  OF  SLOWER- BURNING  CAMELS  GIVES  YOU 
EXTRA  MILDNESS,  EXTRA  COOLNESS,  EXTRA  FLAVOR  AND 


2S 


Xless  nicotine 


than  the  average  of  the  4  other  largest-selling  cigarettes  tested — less  than 
any  of  them  —  according  to  independent  scientific  tests  0/  the  smoke  itselj 


#  What  cigarette  are  you  smoking  no\y?  The  odds  are  that  it's 
one  of  those  included  in  the  famous  "nicotine- in -the-smoke" 
laboratory  test.  Camels,  and  four  other  largest-selling  brands, 
were  analyzed  and  compared  .  .  .  over  and  over  again  .  .  .  for 
nicotine  content  in  the  smoke  itself!  And  when  all  is  said  and 
done,  the  thing  that  interests  you  in  a  cigarette  is  the  smoke. 
YES,  SIR,  THE  SMOKE'S  THE  THING!  SMOKE  CAMELS! 


CAMEL 


THE  CIGARETTE  OF 
COSTLIER  TOBACCOS 


BY  BURNING  25% 
SLOWER  than  the  average 
of  the  4  other  largest-selling 
brands  tested  —  slower  than 
any  of  them  —  Camels  also 
give  you  a  smoking  plits 
equal,  on  the  average,  to 
5  EXTRA  SMOKES 
PER  PACK! 

Winston-Salem,  North  Carolina 


